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A girl in a garden. A very pretty 
garden and a very pretty girl. A pretty 
English garden on a warm and drowsy 
summer afternoon. The pretty girl is 
English too. 

The garden is large, spacious, kept 
private from prying eyes by a wealth of 
shrouding evergreen trees and shrubs. 
Within this protective greenery is an 
immaculate expanse of close-trimmed 
lawn with at either side arbours and 
pergolas of climbing red and pink 
roses. Beyond is a large ornamental 
pond in which golden-orange fish 
glide between pink water lilies. The 
water has attracted bright blue 
dragonflies which flit above its 
surface, now and then alighting on lily 
pads. The water has also attracted the 
pretty girl. 

She is seated in a deckchair on the 
paved front area watching the fish and 
dragonflies. She is tall and shapely and 
ash blonde in addition to being pretty. 
Long slim youthful limbs lightly 
tanned, coltish. The bare legs are 
spread unselfconsciously for there is 
no one else here to see. No one in the 
garden, ٥٥ one in the house. Not yet 


anyway. She is wearing a playsuit. 

Or at least that is what Mr Purley 
called it. When he produced it yester- 
day. With perhaps a slightly apologetic 
smile on his face. ‘It’s a playsuit.” 

Alison had taken it from him 
without speaking. Frowning she had 
examined it, frowning even more as 
she studied its various features. A 
querying look at Mr Purley. ‘Look...’ 

Mr Purley had grinned. ‘It’s a play- 
suit,- he repeated, ‘It’s just how I want 
it - or at least I think it is? He 
grinned again. ‘A playsuit for playing 
games. I mean it all depends what 
games you want to play, doesn’t it? 

Alison had said “Cripes! and then, 
‘I don’t know. I mean....’ 

She got a playful slap on her 
bottom. ‘Don’t be silly. It*s only a play- 
suit. He's coming tomorrow. And he'll 
want to see what it’s like on. You can 
be here tomorrow? In the afternoon.’ 

Yes she could, it was the school 
holidays, thought she tried to get out 
of it. Mr Purley had insisted. 
Tomorrow was today. That is why 
Alison is now sitting here by Mr 
Purley’s pond, waiting. Mr Purley is 


out, had to go out for some reason or 
other. Maybe gone out so that Mr 
Mascoll can be all by himself to 
examine his playsuit. Considering this 
Alison makes a face. Mr Mascoll is a 
funny character all right, what with his 
playsuits and all that. But still he is 
well-off, like Mr Purley is well-off. 
And generous - if you are co-operative, 
that is. And a girl who likes to make an 
odd pound or two on the q.t. has to 
think of these facts. Even if it does 
mean funny playsuits. 

This one is the funniest yet. If 
funny is the right word. Mr Mascoll 
must be really racking his brains thin- 
king up something like this. There are 
the zips for one thing. The top of the 
suit has two zips and so does the 
bottom. The top zips go right over 
Alison’s boobs. So that if the zipprs 
are unzipped your nipples come out. 
Not only come out but are in danger of 
getting painfully caught in the sharp 
teeth. Alison knows this because 
yesterday when she put it on Mr Purley 
opened the zips to demonstrate. One 
of her nipples got sort of caught and it 
was like the sharp teeth of some wild 
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animal (a ferret?) had got her there. Mr 
Purley of course had been very sympa- 
thetic, rubbing it better with his 
fingers. 

“and then there are the zippers in 
the bottom part. At the sides, on your 
hips. These ones open completely, Mr 
Purley showed her that as well. So that 
the bottom part of the suit can be taken 
off without taking it down over your 
legs. 

< There is something else too to Mr 
Mascoll’s special suit. The rings. Rings 
attached to the belt which is separate; 
rings also attached to the shoulders of 
the top. And there are those ankle 
things that you put on over your socks, 
they have rings as well. 

The whole thing, put together, 
gives food for a lot of thought Alison 
is thinking, frowning a bit, as she 
watches the fish and dragonflies. As 
she has been thinking ever since 
yesterday afternoon when she was 
round here, in the house, and shown 
Mr Mascoll’s funny suit. Very soon old 
Mr Mascoll will be here to try out his 
suit. And then she will know. 

The fact is that if she wasn’t so keen 
to get a bit of extra pocket money she 
wouldn’t be in this position. Mr Purley 
and Mr Mascoll. And funny suits. It is 


her own fault. That thought doesn’t 
make her feel any better, though. 


‘Hello, sweet child.’ 

Oh God. Yes, Mr Mascoll. He had 
let himself in because he had a key 
from Mr Purley. Then come silently 
across the lawn. Oh Cripes! Alison 
wasn’t at all sure she wanted the 
money but it was too late to think that. 

‘Ah. Oh yes. Stand up please, 
Alison.” 

She struggled to her feet, her face 
now flushing. Mr Mascoll was all eyes 
naturally. Peering closely, seeing his 
brilliant brain-child for the first time. 
He moved round behind. ‘Mmmmm 
Oh yes.’ His hand suddenly at Alison’s 
bottom through the quite tight 
material of the suit. Groping a bit. 

“What d’you think, Alison?’ 

Alison didn’t know what she 
thought except that she’d rather not be 
here in this playsuit with Mr Mascoll. 
She shrugged. 

“Well, I think that person has done 
avery good job. Really quite excellent. 
It is exactly as_I envisaged. Or so it 
seems. Of course we'll have to, er, try it 
out, won't we? To see that, er....Shall 
we go in? 

No Alison would rather not go in 


but of course he wasn’t actually asking 
her. No, she'd much rather...But Mr 
Mascoll had hold of her arm and was 
firmly turning her. Marching her off. 

In through the french windows that 
Mr Mascoll had come out of. Inside 
in Mr Purley’s posh house it was 
cooler, nice after the hot sun outside. 
Except that it wasn’t nice, not when 
you thought what...Alison shivered. 
In the drawing room Mr Mascoll 
turned her to face him. He was 
smiling, a smile of keen anticipation. 

His fingers reached out for a 
zipper. The left top one. Alison 
squeaked an involuntary Hey!” 

“What? queried Mr Mascoll, 
fingers closing on Alison’s left boob. 

She forced herself to stand still and 
not squirm away. She could recall all 
too vividly what had happened yester- 
day: her nipple somehow getting 
caught. It had really hurt. But on the 
other hand you could hardly expect Mr 
Mascoll nor to wantto undo the zips. 
He would be paying for the suit. And 
he was also paying Alison. 

‘N...nothing. It's just....uh, please 
be careful.’ 

‘I am always careful,’ Mr Mascoll 
smirked. Alison held her breath. It 
was OK. The zipper was open. Her 
nipple with all the tension or excite- 
ment or whatever was sort of half stif- 
fened up. Pushing plumply out 
between the two rows of horrid scary 


metal teeth. 

“Pretty good, eh? Mr Mascoll’s 
finger and thumb took hold of the 
nipple. Squeezing. Alison gave a little 
squeak. Her nipples were very sensi- 
tive and she couldn't help them 
responding to this sort of thing. 

“You see,’ said Mr Mascoll. 
‘With these handy zippers a girl can 
open up and let some fresh air in. 
That’s very healthy for a young 
person.” 

He slid down the other zip, over 
Alison’s right boob. Both nipples now 
sticking out, like two plump pink 
soldiers. Mr Mascoll took hold of both, 
rubbing and rolling them. Alison 
made an ‘Eeekkk!” sound. 

“Yes this is very good. Now we need 
to look at the rest, don’t we? The shorts 
and that. And I rather think, er, 
upstairs for that, eh? 

This statement did not come as a 
surprise, Alison had expected it. She 
didn’t want to go upstairs with Mr 
Mascoll, especially not with these 
funny shorts on but you couldn’t argue 
with him. Not when you accepted 
money. Because if your mother found 
out, or 116 

She went up. With Mr Mascoll 
naturally close behind her rhythmical- 
ly flexing rear divisions. Into the little 
bedroom. 

The two top zippers were still 
undone. Mr Mascoll gave Alison’s 


pouting nipples another tweak. Then 
he turned her round, back towards 


him, and took her hands and put them . 


together behind her back. Next to 
where that black ring was on the belt. 
He gave a little laugh. 

Then he moved her wrists round 
the front again and up, next to the rings 
on the shoulders of the playsuit top. 
Another little laugh. From Mr 
Mascoll. Certainly not from Alison 
who didn’t find Mr Mascoll’s playsuit 
funny at all. She just wished she wasn't 
here having to play funny games that 
weren’t at all funny in playsuits that 
weren't funny either. What time was it 
anyway? She had better be back home 
in time for tea. Alison glanced unhap- 
pily towards the bed. 

Mr Mascoll said, “Yes it does seem 
to be an excellent piece of work. So 
let's have you on the bed, shall we. 
And, er, see the rest.’ 
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Alison had been expecting that 
and she did not at all fancy the 
prospect. 

‘No, not on the bed,’ she protested. 
But Mr Mascoll was not going to take 
any notice of that, not when keen 
exciting pleasure was involved. He 
“said ‘Yes’ quite a lot more sharply and 
pinched Alison’s bottom and firmly 
pushed her in that direction. She made 
a wailing sound but didn’t really fight 
it. 

On the bed. And then spread her 
arms and legs out. Alison’s feet with 
those funny ankle things on pointed 
towards the bottom corner posts of the 
double bed and her hands up pointed 
towards the top posts. Spread-eagled. 
Mr Mascoll sat on the side looking 
down. He looked very excited. His 
voice was all excited too, sort of 
breathy. 

‘Stay in that position, Alison. As if 


you really are...” 

His hand was at her shorts 0 
course. At one of the side zips. One 0 
the zips that would come completel) 
open allowing the two halves t 
separate. This was what Mr Masco! 
did. Of course. And then did it to th 
other side. Alison knew he was goin 
to do it, that was what the shorts wer 
designed for, but even so... 

‘No!’ she squealed. Her spread leg 
automatically came together. 

‘Don’t!’ Mr Mascoll with the 0 
of a boy whose toy wasn’t workin 
properly. ‘Don’t do that, Alison. Yo 
must keep still and in position. Hov 
can I...? Or do you want me to...” 

No she didn't. He couldn't anywa) 
not here. Mr Purley wouldn’t let hin 
She knew that. Alison knew he wi 
going to want to do it but that wouldb 
when he had tested the suit and pai 
for it and then got Alison round : 


his house. But he couldn’t do it here, 
not in Mr Purley’s house. Theore- 
tically she would have the choice of 
not agreeing to it, round at Mr 
Mascoll’s house. But she knew she 
would even though it would be hateful 
and scary. He would persuade her. 
And also Alison was greedy for extra 
secret pocket money. 

She was back in position, making 
herself hold that spread-eagled pose. 
Mr Mascoll had the playsuit shorts off 
now, with both zippers open just 
pulling the shorts off between her legs. 

‘Don't...’ she wailed. 

Mr Mascoll smirked. ‘Don’t be 
silly. You know you like it. All girls 
do. 

Alison didn’t. She didn’t like Mr 
Mascoll or Mr Purley doing it. But 
after a bit she couldn't help 
responding. 

“Keep your legs open,’ urged Mr 


Mascoll’s breathy voice. “Self control, 
Alison.’ 

Afterwards he spanked her. Made 
her lift her legs up in the air and hold 
them there and then smacked 
Alison’s bare bum. Mr Mascoll’s hard 
hand splatting down onto the 
upturned cheeks. Right after that other 
it hurt even more than normal because 
she was all hot and bothered. 

And after that Mr Mascoll said 
tomorrow afternoon at his house. 
Alison wanted to say no but she 
couldn't. She had tried saying no to 
things before but Mr Mascoll had 
threatened to tell - her mother or the 
school - about some of the things she 
had done. And also ofcourse there was 
what they called the financial 
inducement. 

It was not a nice prospect. Alison 
lay awake in bed that night thinking 
about it. Mr Mascoll and his funny 


playsuit and the funny games he was 
going to want to play. She tried to 
forget it, trying to concentrate instead 
on Mr Purley’s gliding golden-orange 
fish. The pink water lilies. Those 


darting, hovering bright blue 
dragonflies, but besides the prospect 
of Mr Mascoll there was also that other 
‘not to be spoken of business of Uncle 
George and the rather peculiar ‘Girl 
Guide’ outfit run by his friend, the 
Reverend Smithers. Alison would 
much rather not be a member of the 
‘Adventurers’, but she was more or 


less committed to going off on one of | 


the Rev. Smithers’ weekends; she went 
to sleep thinking of those embarras- 
sing bottomless shorts they all had to 
wear. Wasn’t it funny, how all the 
people who wanted to dress her up in 
funny ‘uniforms’, only seemed to want 
to do it so that they could have the fun 
of undressing her again. 
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‘Ah, Julie and April. Whatever kept you then? Where can 
you have been?- 

The two girls were just back from their hike. Eight miles 
with the atrocious weather not letting up for one instant. 
They stood unhappily in front of Mr Bingley’s desk, red- 
faced and red-legged above their yellow wellies from the 
wind and the rain. They had taken off their oilskins and so 
there were bare bottom cheeks to be seen as well, in those 
special Institution shorts which had the two round holes cut 
in the seat so that a girl’s buttocks were nude and available. 
The girls’ bared bottoms were rather pinkish too. 

‘Eh? What’s the meaning of this very late return?’ 

Julie blinked and shook her head. ‘Very sorry, Mr 
Bingley. That weather...’ 

But both she and April knew that Mr Bingley didn't want 
to hear excuses about the weather. Or anything else. He knew 
well enough that they couldn’t have got back anyearlier, not 
in those conditions, not if they went the full distance and 
reported at the Grey Mare, as they had to. But though Mr 
Bingley knew this he didn’t want to hear it. He wanted to 
bluster on, work himself up a bit. And then get out his cane. 
Or something. Mr Bingley was their Housemaster. Mr 
Bingley was not a nice man. But then none of the 
Housemasters at Grangemoor Institution were nice. Each in 
charge of a wing of 10 girls they made it their business to be as 
unpleasant and beastly as possible. They /iked being unplea- 
sant and beastly and anyway Grangemoor wanted them to be 
like that. 

‘The weather is certainly no excuse for being as late as 
this.’ 

He peered at them from behind his gold-rimmed spec- 
tacles. April was the one he fancied most. Not as tall as Julie, 
a nicely rounded brunette with usually, as now, a look of 
butter-melting innocence on her pert face. Yes, April first. 
Not that he didn’t fancy blonde Julie as well. But she would 
do nicely for afters. 

‘No, I shall certainly have to deal firmly with this matter. 
Julie, you may go for the moment. Go back to your room and 
get changed. And report back here in one hour’s time.’ 

With a quick look at her companion Julie went out. There 
wasn’t much difference, having it now or later. April looked 
studiously at the floor. She knew Mr Bingley fancied her and 
also he was just about the most beastly Housemaster at 
Grangemoor. And that was saying something. 

‘Come here, April.’ 

The primly unctuous voice. April shuffled forward in her 
wellies, round his desk to stand next to him. She had been 
here before of course, in Mr Bingley’s little office. So she 
knew what to expect. 

‘So what were you doing, you wretched creatures? Eh? 
Meeting boys...or men? Or misbehaving at the Grey Mare?” 

‘No Sir,’ she whispered. Mr Bingley was patting the bare 
cheeks of her bottom. There was no point in arguing because 
it wouldn’t do any good. Mr Bingley was going to deal with 
her, he always did when he’d got you in his little room. There 
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would be a choice of course. But the alternatives were 
equally awful. 

‘What do you mean, No Sir? But Mr Bingley did not wait 
for an answer to this question. 

‘Slip your shorts down, April, will you.’ 

Yes. It was not the first time he had said that either. The 
cut-out areas in the seat of the shorts were there so that a girl 
could be instantly caned or strapped without the shorts’ 
removal. But like those men in the Grey Mare Mr Bingley 
prefered to have them down, this offering more scope. 
April’s hands fumbled with the popper, and the zip. Working 
the skin-tight shorts down. There was naturally nothing 
underneath. 

‘A little further. And then stand with your legs apart.’ 

The shorts at mid thigh stretched as far as they would go 
by April’s parted legs. Yes, that was much better, that was 
how Mr Bingley liked to have a girl. His hand now lightly 
sliding over the fully bared bottom. April trembling with that 
awful feeling of vulnerability that a girl is bound to have in 
this position, a feeling of being...well, open. Wide open in 
fact for any sort of horrible, abrupt invasion. Mr Bingley’s 
hand. 

‘Now let’s hear it, April. Improper dalliance with strange 
men on the way? Or at the Grey Mare?’ 

‘No Sir,’ she yelped. Mr Bingley’s hand had slid down and 
April knew what sooner or later it was going to do. That 
inviting space formed by her parted thighs and lowered 
shorts. 

‘Nnnnggeggeg....’ 

A hissed expulsion of breath. The hand had done it. Gone 
in. Mr Bingley’s voice, as if the hand and what it was now at 
had nothing to do with him. 

“You know what I think, April. I think you are becoming a 
very naughty girl and rather than being any better after two 
weeks here you are worse. So I have in mind laying the cane 
across your backside in a considerably harder manner than I 
have thus far done. And let you have, say, a full dozen of 
them. What do you say to that?’ 

‘Mmmeggghhh...!’ 

A not very meaningful sound that was partly in response 
to Mr Bingley’s words and partly in respect to the hand. His 
knowing fingers. Stroking. Intruding, Entering. 

‘I am afraid I cannot understand you, April.’ 

She was holding onto the desk now, otherwise her knees 
were going to buckle. She was feeling pretty exhausted 
anyway after being out there struggling in the wind and rain, 
and now what Mr Bingley was doing... 

“No...n0000...” 

More identifiable this time. No to Mr Bingley’s dreadful 
suggestion regarding the cane and no to the hand. But April 
couldn’t stop the hand just as she couldn’t stop Mr Bingley 
giving her 12 unbearable cuts with the cane if he wanted to. 
Her hips were bucking, squirming and April couldn’t stop 
that either. The hand was deliberately setting out to get her 
all hot and aroused and it was succeeding. A girl couldn’t 
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help responding, getting aroused, when...He would bring her 
up, to the very brink. And then... 

“Nggg....aaahhhh...” 

Sounds of reluctant response. Urgent arousal. And 
April's movements had correspondingly increased. She was 
beginning to lose control. 

Was she ready yet? April's round bottom beginning to go 
like a piston. Her breath coming in tortured gasps. Yes. 
Yes...Mr Bingley getting to his feet. 

“Get over the desk, Miss. I can just imagine how you have 
been behaving. Or rather misbehaving. Clearly a very hard 
caning indeed is the only remedy.’ 

The hand came away now. April, making sobbing, 
gasping sounds, got down. Her whole body was seething, 
pulsating. Mr Bingley’s fiendish hand had brought her to the 
very peak and she was teetering on the edge. Her whole 
person now ultra sensitive to the slightest touch. But it was 
not the slightest touch that was coming. 

THRAPP...! 

It felt as if her brains had been socked through the ceiling. 
Out into orbit. 

*Aaaeee....” she screamed again. 

The unctuous voice. “Keep it still, Miss. How do you 
expect me to hit it like that? Keep it still or it will be two 
dozen.’ ` 

‘Noooo....’ 

THRAPP!! 

April’s round bottom doing some kind of frantic tribal 
dance as she struggled to hang onto her sanity. He couldn't 
cane her this hard. He couldn'...But... 

THWAATTT!! 

Weakly knocking at Mr Halford’s door. Mr Halford, 
Director of Grangemoor, liked to keep himself informed, to 
keep in touch. In particular he liked to see a girl when she had 
been freshly caned. So you could frequently be sent to him 
right after a caning. As April had been now. Sniffling sobs 
were still coming at frequent intervals and as for her bottom. 
She tried to shut her bottom and what had happened to it out 
of her mind. 

In his office she handed over Mr Bingley’s note which 
detailed her offence, or rather what Mr Bingley had accused 
her of. ‘Loitering with strangers whilst on a Punishment 
Hike, Mr Halford read out. ‘And been given 12 with the 
cane, eh? Hmm...Let’s have a look then, shall we? Take down 
your shorts.’ 

You could of course see the stripes pretty well already, 
with the cheeks of April’s bottom protruding firmly out of 
the cut-outs of her shorts. Angry red-purpling stripes for Mr 
Bingley, as good as his word, had really laid it on. But like just 
about everyone else, in spite of the cut-outs, Mr Halford 
liked getting shorts down. Facing him April once more took 
them down. 

Mr Halford had a good look at that, the neat brown bush, 
and then told her to turn. It was true you could see more, the 
whole picture as opposed to that revealed by the two round 
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windows. A number of the strokes had been applied across 
the soft undercurve, and the tops of the thighs, which the two 
windows hadn’t shown. 

‘Mmm. Must have stung I should imagine,’ Mr Halford 
observed sagely. 

That had to be the understatement of the century. April 
made a sobbing sound. ‘But well deserved.’ Mr Halford’s 
hand was patting and squeezing. April winced, gasping. Her 
bottom still felt a lot like raw meat. 

‘In fact,’ went on Mr Halford, ‘I rather think...’ 

April didn’t have to wait to hear what Mr Halford rather 
thought. She knew from experience, as most of the others 
did, that the Director liked to spank on top of a caning. A girl 
was naturally much more lively when her bum was in that 
state. Wriggling and writhing like a demented fish out of 
water. This seemed to appeal to Mr Halford. 

April found herself being pulled down over Mr Halford's' 
lap. 

“Twelve!” exclaimed Susan. ‘God, I’ve never had 12. What 
about Julie?’ 

Julie it seemed had had 12 as well. And had also had to go 
to Mr Halford with a note directly afterwards. 

‘God!’ breathed Susan again. 

They were getting ready for bed, or rather getting ready 
for Pre-Bed Inspection. The 10 girls in Mr Bingley’s charge 
getting into the pale yellow pyjamas. Tight cotton tops and 
tight trousers. Grangemoor pyjama trousers were very 
similar to Grangemoor shorts: that is they had two nice 
convenient round holes cut in the seat of the garment. For 
the same reason as with the shorts, ie., so that a girl’s bottom 
could be quickly and conveniently dealt with. 

It was almost 9 o’clock and they all scurried into position, 
each girl standing at the foot of her bed and facing it. This 
produced two lines of girls, back to back. Or bottom to 
bottom if you wish. At nine sharp Mr Bingley appeared. Each 
girl standing silent and still. And fearful. For it did not take 
much for Mr Bingley to slap your bottom and say matter-of- 
factly, ‘You can come with me, Miss.’ 

Mr Bingley commenced his inspection. Up one side 
between the two lines of girls and then down the other. That 
was Mr Bingley’s routine. Tracey...Susan...Joanne...He 
stopped at each girl with his hand fumbling about a bit. You 
stood patiently to attention and didn’t move a muscle while 
he did that. Rebecca...Sharon...Julie...He stopped a bit longer 
with Julie. Stroking her bum he asked if she had learnt her 
lesson. Julie whispered ‘Yes Sir’. 

But at the end, after he’d been round and inspected all of 
them it was April. ‘April, come with me please.’ 

“What's he going to do?’ hissed Tracey as they all climbed 
into their beds. Tracey had only been at Grangemoor for two 
days. A couple of girls laughed. Nervous little laughs. 

Because although it was acknowledged that at the 
moment Mr Bingley had a thing about April, tomorrow it 
could be you. 
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Dear Sue, 

| was glad to get your letter andto 
learn that you are enjoying your first 
year at Secretarial College. Can’t 
wait to do the same myself, but of 
course | shan't be eighteen for a few 
months yet. That Mr Brown who 
teaches you commercial subjects 
sounds to be a real tarter. It didn't 
take him long to get your knickers 
down, did it? Knowing you | am sure 
that your walloping was well 
deserved. You never were too 
numerate, were you? 

Remember old Grace, the one 
who taught us English and was our 
Careers Master? | bet you're glad to 
have left his cane behind you 
(pardon the pun). Remember how 
the two of us made a big point of 
sitting in the front row of his class so 
that we could turn him on with 
flashes of your tits and my knicks ? Of 
course it was wicked of us to egg him 
on but still if we were able to give him 
a cheap thrill it certainly livened up 
our Class, didn't it? | think both of us 
liked to give him a “rise”; see what | 
mean? 

Ever since you left, Mr Grace 
seems to have taken a shine to me 
and his little cuddles, ‘slap and tick- 
les’ he calls them, have stayed mein 
good stead. Mind you his slaps have 
to be pretty circumspect as only the 
Head was allowed to indulge inthe 
botty warmer. Still, if old Grace’s 
slaps are strictly forbidden, his 
cuddles, as you will remember, come 
into a different category. “Entre 
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nous”, | find his forrays at what he 
calls my ‘erogenous zones’ quite a 
giggle. Thanks to Mr Grace | reckon 
that | could pass any exam in the 
Theory of Sex with a starred first. As 
to the practical side, well we are 
getting there! 

This term Mr Grace has put me in 
charge of the tuck shop store. He 
and | take stock every week. 
Remember how dark and spooky it is 
in there? Mr Grace insists on helping 
me so that he has plenty of opportu- 
nity to indulge in his cuddles. He sets 
a tariff for any stock which goes 
astray. One Mars bar gets him a feel 
at my titties, two a grope above my 
stocking tops and so on. At the 
moment | have my eyes on a ‘gi- 
normous’ box of Black Magic! 

Last week he called me into his 
study for a session on Career Deve- 
lopment, as he calls it. | could sense 
that something was up because he 
was so nice and friendly. “Sit down 
Mandy” he said. “What will it be? 
The good news first or the bad?” 
“Perhaps the good news Mr Grace.” 

Mr Grace positively beams. “Well 
my gal, | have got you the promise of 
a job; Dental Receptionist with Mr 
Jones, an old friend of mine: good 
pay, easy hours, uniform supplied 
and a bonus. Well Sue that was good 
news, wasn't it?’ | already saw myself 
in the job: very professional and cool 
Medical almost...and the uniform 
White shoes, white cotton stockings 
and nylon overall which | could wear 
short to give those dishy male 
patients a flash of my bum. 

“You mentioned the bad news 
Sir?” 

“Ah yes,” Mr Grace opens the 
drawer of his desk and takes out the 
dreaded black mark book. “Better 
have a look at this.” Well of course | 
could guess the worse. Perhaps my 
behaviour this term has left some- 
thing to be desired. Grace opened 
the book at my page. Well all those 
black marks made it look as if it was 
suffering from the plague. Absence; 
three black marks; Impertinence; 
two; Bad Language: nine and soon. 
There’s no need for me to tell you 
how bloody unfair those black marks 
can be. Grace always marks me 
down as absent even when he quite 
well knows where | am. In the loo 
having a quick drag at a ciggy to 
calm my nerves, or giving myself a 
little consolation after one of his 
bare-botty beatings in the tuck shop. 
As for Bad Language, wouldn't even 
the best brought up girl come out 
with a few “Fs” and “Bs” and “J.Cs” 
when Mr Grace’s horney hand 
comes down as hard as it does on my 
bare bum? But was Mr Grace to be 
mollified? No way! 

“| see,” and Mr Grace pauses “| 
see that your record is not particular 
ly good”. Well even | have to admit 
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that it is particularly bad. 

“Now,” Mr Grace pauses and 
removes his left hand from the bad 
marks book and his right hand from 
my stocking tops respectively. 

“Matter should of course be 
reported to the Head. Miss Carter is 
the one who will have to give you the 
reference, but with so many black 
marks against you, how could she? 
Pity though — would have liked you to 
have had the job; Dental Recept.o- 
nist — much sought after, excellent 
pay, free uniform. As for Mr Jones, 
most generous employer.” 

| could see that with my history of 
bad marks the prospect of the job 
was disappearing fast. | really 
fancied it. | was going to lose out on 
the free uniform: slinky white 
stockings — not tights — dinky white 
cap to show off my blonde curls and 
the mini overall. | knew | would like 
working for Mr Jones — generous 
with his pay. It sounded like a 
doddle. The alternative? Some dull 
job as a grotty shop assistant! What 
a come-down and all because of 
those bloody rotten bad marks! 

“And what do you suggest Mr 
Grace?” Grace puts on his best 
Careers Master face. 

‘Well, suppose; just suppose, 
that | take a risk and do not tell the 
Head of the horrendous bad marks; 
lose the page and write up another 
one? Well then, good reference from 
Miss Carter and the job is yours.’ 

“And, sir?” 

“Dangerous for me, of course; 
very dangerous; dereliction of duty 
and all that.” 

“And for me Sir?” 

“Well, for you, job’s saved but 
fair's fair. Cost you.” 

No need for me to ask what the 
cost was to be as Grace takes a broad 
ruler from his drawer and places it on 
the desk top. Well, Sue, what would 
you have done, Been reported to 
Miss Carter, lost the job and still 
have botty warmer from the Bitch? 
No way! 

“Well, that’s settled is it?” asks 
Grace, taking my silence as assent. 
“Get these off, shall we?” and he 
pulls me towards him between his 
opened knees. Behind, | feel his 
hands run up to the knicker elastic at 
my waist. In front | feel his thing, 
hard and threatening against my 
front. 

So it was to be on the bare? Silly 
girl, of course it was to be on the 
bare! What else was Grace’s ploy of 
bad marks and references but an 
excuse to get my knicks down and 
get his evil way with my bum? 
Grace stands up and moves behind 
me. | feel his hands at the belt of my 
wrap-over skirt and it falls to the 
ground. Thank God that Mum always 
insists | wear fresh underwear each 
day. As she says, “you never know 


when you may meet with an acci- 
dent!” Reckon from the sound of 
Grace's breathing behind me that Mr 
Grace is the one most likely to have 
the accident! Truth to tell, new pale 
blue bikini pants are very, very brief. 
Mr Grace always gets very horny in 
the gloom of the tuckshop. Now in 
the full light of his study there can be 
little left to his imagination. 

“Leave that on, | think.” Well big 
deal! With tie blouse, skirt and my 
knickers piled on the desk, my vest 
wasn't concealing much. Revealing, 
you might say. Barely level with my 
belly button. The more | pulled the 
material down over my front the 
tighter the cotton pressed against 
my tits. 

Does your Mr Brown have you 
just in a vest? 

With my vest flapping vaguely 
around my waist, Grace has grabbed 
me by the pony tail of my hair and 
positions me over the back of his red 
leather armchair. 

“There we are young miss; over 
the back, legs apart, tum down and 
bum out.” | feel the cool of Grace’s 
ruler run up the back of my thighs till 
the edge catches under the crease of 
my bottom. 

Crack; “Oooo...aaggghhhh! That 
friggen well hurts!” 

Crack; | turn my head and see 
Grace, with all the time in the world 
raise his right arm again and careful- 
ly sight the point of impact. 

Swish; and the next swipe 
falls on the very summit of my 
bottom. 

“Ooooohh Christ-on-a-bike!” 
and this stroke cuts in an inch below 
the one before. 

Crack; “Oh no that hurt...’ 
Grace's last swipe was the daddy of 
them all. 

“Now that wasn't too bad, was 
it?” Well of course, it was alright for 
him, wasn't it! He hadn’t had to go 
through it like | had. Give him his 
due; | think that Grace was quite 
proud of me. He led me to his sofa 
“Must say that you took you tanning 
pretty well. Spunky little gal aren't 
you?” Funny thing today, in the 
circumstances, | thought, but you 
can guess, Sue that all things came 
out for the best. Mr Grace got his 
bonus, | earned myself the box of 
Black Magic and tomorrow | am off 
for the interview with Mr Jones and 
that super job as Dental Receptio- 
nist. 

Keep me up to date with your 
business studies and the dishy Mr 
Brown. 

Yours affectionately. 


Mandy 


Dear Philip, 
So glad to hear that your 
practice continues to prosper. You 


have obviously learnt the secret of 
this tooth pulling business. 
National Health gives us the bread 
and P.P. and S. R. the butter! P.P. 
(Private practice) provides the 
cash while S. R. (Sexy receptionist) 
brings in the patients and, hope- 
fully, gives us relief after a hard 
day’s work. 

Sad to say Desiree the dizzy 
blonde receptionist of mine has 
departed for better things — 
Harley Street — no less. 
Fortunately Grace the career 
master at the local girls school has 
turned up trumps. He shares our 
taste for the young fillies and has 
come up with a replacement, a 
certain Mandy Masters — sweet 
sixteen and never been done, well 
not all the way and thats for sure. 

Grace, | am glad to say is one of 
the old school. ‘Spare the rod and 
spoil the child” is very much part of 
his philosophy so that | was 
delighted to receive a telephone 
call from him on the very day that 
Desiree handed in her notice. ‘Got 
a young gal on my books looking 
for a job, bright as a penny and 
with all the attributes, ’ 

‘Attributes’? | queried. 

Crace chuckles at the end of the 
line. 

Y — 28 — 34 and 
developing.’ 

"Well you know | need someone 
with a good presence and a bit of 
class for my practice.’ 

Grace as always had his answer 
off pat. ‘Brunette, nice figure, tits 
and a bum to make a god sin.’ 

‘Good voice, well turned out 
and...’ there was a pause ‘willing.’ 

Discipline?’ | queried ‘Needs it 
and expects it.’ 


“Well...” | sounded doubtful, 
although the specifications were 
perfect. 


“Look here Charles, when did | 
last let you down?’ Known each 
other for twenty years and just 
think of the number of young 
. beauties | have sent you.” 

Of course Grace looks after his 
own interests but | must admit he 
delivers the goods. 

Just imagine, Philip, how lucky 
those dominies at a girls school 
are. You and | have to be satisfied 
with one, or possibly two young 
ladies on our staff while a lucky 
devil like Grace has a positive 
harem of eager young Lolitas to 
brighten his day and most of them 
no better than they should be so | 
surmise. The upshot of the matter 
was that the next day just as 06 
shut up shop there was a sharp 'rat 
tat' at my surgery door. | opened it 
and standing there was my inter- 
viewee, Mandy Masters. As soon 
as | saw her | knew that | hada 
little corker. 
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‘I'm Mandy come about the 
job.’ 
‘Come in Mandy.’ | indicated 
my surgery at the end of the hall. | 
motioned her into a low chair 
where from over my desk | could 
observe her. | lounged against my 
desk. It was a convenient position 
from where | could look down at 
Mandy. The chair was a low one. 
She made herself at ease. One leg 
was raised and crossed over the 
other so | had a clear view down 
her thighs, above the dark top of 
her stockings to the pale patches of 
flesh crossed by ribbon thin 
suspenders. 

Mandy was, as Grace had 
promised, well developed for her 


age. Her Saint Olaves tie only 
served to accentuate the lines of 
her white freshly laudered shirt 
top. Nascent tits firm as apples 
strained against the material so 
that | could see the dark nubbins of 
her nipples. Sheer grey stockings 
set off coltish legs while the black 
pleated mini skirt emphasised her 
curvesome buttocks. 

How | got through the 
interview | shall never know. 
Mandy’s cool blue eyes met mine. 
| blessed the desk top which 
seperated us and concealed the 
tumesence of my member which 
tent poled against my flies. 

Wages, hours and holidays 
were soon disposed of and then we 


came to the question of uniform. 

Now Philip, as you well know 
there can be few outfits more 
attractive and more exciting then 
the outfit of a dental receptionist, | 
suspect that many of my nervous 
male patients only make their six 
month visits to my surgery so that 
they may be able to letch my 
receptionist. Of course | make sure 
that they are pretty.’ 

‘Mr Brown is it?’ ‘May | take 
down your particulars?’ 

Brown sweats it out as the 
pretty blonde fills up his card. 
Well of course Mr Brown would 
have to be a Saint not to thrill at 
the cleavage of Miss X's tits. 
‘Come this way’ and the sight of 


Miss X's stocking tops have 
caused more than more of my 
suscepible patients to have an 
accident before they have entered 
my surgery door! 

The question of the uniform is 
soon out of the way. 

‘And what my dear will you be 
wearing to work?” 

‘Well old Grace, sorry, Mr 
Grace, told me that the uniform 
came with the job. And the bonus 
sir?’ 

Did Mr Grace mention the 
bonus? Well of course Grace had 
mentioned the bonus. ‘Il suppose 
that you could do with the bonus 
now? | felt in my pocket and pulled 
out a brand new £20 note. 

‘Have to earn it though.’ On 
the desk | placed the note. Besides 
it | put my cane which | kept in the 
top drawer of my desk. 

‘On the bare sir’? 

‘Of course silly girl. Where else 
but on the bare? Not shy are we? 
After all | am a medical man. Good 
thing really. Get your togs off and 
we can combine the bonus with 
your examination.’ 

‘Examination?’ Every minute 
Mandy was looking more puzzled. 
‘Health examination of course. 
This new job of yours will be very 
demanding.’ In more ways than 
one | foresaw. 

Well, Philip the suggestion of 
the Health examination was a bit 
of a con. But after all we both 
passed our First M.B. Remember 
all those squirming frogs and the 
dissection of the horrible dogfish? 
Frankly at this stage of the 
interview | was beside myself to 
get the divine Mandy Masters 
stripped of her clothes and | 
reckoned that the combination of a 
Medical and the earning of a bonus 
would obtain the end. The Medical 
went like a dream. The St Olaves 
uniform was soon off. Diplomati- 
cally | had turned to the papers at 
my desk. There was the rustle of 
cloth. | swung my chair around to 
find Mandy quite naked before 
me. 

As my eyes ran over her so did 
my hands. | palmed Mandy's 
thrusting breasts, checked that the 
abdomen was firm and fingered 
the fair tendrils of her pubes. 
Manually | checked on Mandy’s 
rear quarters. The explorations of 
her buttocks and the join of her 
private parts confirmed that what- 
ever liberties Grace may have 
taken with this young darling, the 
vital parts of the gal in question 
were all there. 

‘Well | suppose that you could 
now do with the bonus’? Buy you a 
few pretty things and take you to 
the disco eh?’ 
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Mandy swallowed, ‘well yes 
sir, | could do with the bonus.’ 

‘Today then | shall give you 
six. Mr Grace tells me that you are 
a spunky kid, used to discipline. 
Today may be just a little reconn- 
aisance.’ 

| switched on the overhead 
spot. Well Philip it was a sight for 
aking. 

Now we were ready for Mandy 
to earn her bonus. Firmly | 
positioned my cane across the 
overhang of her bum. | was to give 
her as promised six cutting swipes. 
One — and | caught her full on 
target at the summit of her cheeks. 

‘Oooogh! Aagh! That hurts.’ 

‘Swish’ and the cane sank into 
her flanks as a hot knife into lard. 

‘Crack! Aaaaheeow!’ and 
Mandy's legs scissored wildly 
apart. 

‘Fugging hell! That hurt.’ The 
cane whistled down. This time a 
miss-hit gets her fleshy mid-thigh 
‘Oooh; Jeeesuuus Christ!’ 
Mandy's mild schoolgirl 
blasphemies are music to my ear. 
The pain is getting through. 

‘Aagh! Ooogh! No more please 
no more.’ But Mandy has to earn 
her bonus doesn’t she? The sixth 
and last strokehas to be the Daddy 
of them all. 

‘Eeeegh — aaagh — Christ on 
a bike.’ Mandy gasped with a 
Bunter like shriek as up under 
whistled the stick to catch her in 
the tenderest part of a girls 
anatomy. Now it was all over. 

‘Well that was not too bad was 
it?’ | eased Mandy from the couch 
and placed her beside me. ‘Earnt 
the bonus eh?’ Mandy smiled 
wanly. ‘Not much worse than Mr 
Grace gave you?’ Now would you 
like some cold cream on it?’ | 
stretched out to the cabinet beside 
me and took out a tube of cream 
and the foil pack which | kept for 
such emergencies. 

Painful tensions gave way to 
little gasps. Friday evening had 
been an experience for us both. 
Monday morning will be the 
beginning of a new career for 
Mandy Masters and | suspect the 
dawnof a new experience in the 
artofmanagement for yours truly. 

Brian. 


Walle OLD SCHOOL ME, 


Two gentlemen in a quiet corner of their club. 

‘Blackwick eh?’ 

‘Yes, an absolutely first rate fellow. Make up anything 
you care to mention and no questions asked. And allinthe 
strictest confidence. He's made me up some quite 
splendid things for a couple of young ladies.’ 

‘Ah. No questions eh?- 

“None at all and he'll do just anything. Keen to have his 
tailoring skills tested no doubt and also | no doubt keen to 
get his hands on a young person.’ A guffaw. ‘I mean when 
he's got her up on his table or whatever to take her 
measurements | imagine those tailoring fingers can clip 
into all sorts of nooks and crannies. Eh?’ 

‘AR, 

‘No harm done though. Except perhaps to young 
Miss’s dignity.’ 

A knowing smirk from his companion. ‘Just as long as 
it's only his fingers, eh what!’ 

They both laugh heartily. Then a pocket book is taken 
out and a telphone number noted down. 


That is how Suzanne Bexley comes to be here this 
Friday afternoon. In this queer little basement room. It is 
queer, to Suzanne at least, because the only natural ligh- 
ting comes from overhead pavement lights, thick rather 
grimy glass which filters through a greenish glow that is 
almost like being under the sea. Now and then people, 
pedestrians, walk by overhead and those solid shapes of 
shoes seen as if through an unfocussed camera lens only 
add to the eeriness. 

She is standing her alone and feeling perhaps a little 
scared. An assistant, a young lad, though older certainly 
than Suzanne, has showed her down here. The boy had a 


silly grin on his face — but then boys often do have silly 
grins as they think their funny boy thoughts. Suzanne 
doesn't really know any boys. She does not know a lot of 
men either. Except for Mr Pirbright. She does not know Mr 
Pirbright really well yet but she is going to know him a lot 
better. Her mother has told her that. 

‘Mr Pirbright is a very nice gentleman and also quite 
important and you're very lucky that he seems to have 
taken an interest in you. So just...well, always be on your 
very best behaviour and do whatever he wants.’ 

What does Mr Pirbright want? Suzanne doesn't really 
know but he does seem quite nice - except for what he did 
two days ago. Her mother says she should call him Uncle 
Henry but so far Suzanne mostly can't remember that. Mr 
Pirbright — Uncle Henry — is quite rich. Suzanne's mother 
has told her that and it seems likely to be true, with that 
big house he lives in. He has brought her up to London 
today to see some of the sights. Earlier they saw Trafalgar 
Square and sgtuff like that, but now the only sight is this 
funny, a little bit scary, room with those eerie feet now and 
then walking by over your head. It is a tailor's shop. Mr 
Pirbright has gone off somewhere - his club? - and is 
going to call back later. 

You can see it’s a tailor's shop because of all the 
suits hanging along the walls, some half-made with white 
chalk marks on them. Also all those rolls of cloth. Is she 
going to be measured for a suit? Or a coat? Suzanne 
doesn’t know. Mr Pirbright didn’t say and Suzanne didn't 
ask because she is still a bit shy with him. Slightly scared 
too especially after what he did on Wednesday. That really 
hurt. Not only that... 

A creak on the stairs. And then another. Feet 
descending. That boy again? Or...Yes. 
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‘Hello. Suzanne, is it? I'm Mr Blackwick.’ 

A man in shirtsleeves, smiling, a tape measure in his 
hand. It said Blackwick’s outside the shop. Blackwick’s 
Bespoke Tailoring. Bespoke means made to measure. 
Suzanne smiles shyly back. 

‘Got your blazer off then. That's a good girl.’ 

The boy had told her to take if off — with a grin and an 
overdone wink. The St Hilda’s blue blazer is neatly placed 
on the table. Leaving Suzanne in white blouse and blue- 
and-red-striped tie and navy pleated skirt. Plus white 
ankle socks and black button-over shoes. Mr Blackwick 
looks approvingly. Avery pretty girl, short ash-blonde hair 
with big blue eyes and soft full pink lips. But then girls 
brought to him usually are pretty. A nice shape too it 
would seem. Long legs and a pair of budding bulges 
pushing out the front of the blouse. Oh yes. This Mr 
Pirbright, a new client, is clearly a gentleman of taste. 

He moves closer, humming to himself. Lightly 
squeezes an arm and then slides his hand over the slim 
back. No bra strap. That is nice too: though of course girls 
of this age, young and firm, shouldn't need that sort of 
support and constriction. It is almost criminal to contain 
them. A little pinch to the slender waist and then Mr 
Blackwick sits down on the stool. 

Good, very good, young lady. So shall we make a 
start?’ A friendly avuncular smile. ‘Slip your knickers off 
please.’ 

A pink flush, deepening, suffuses the pretty features. 
Oh. It would be measurements presumably. Measure- 
ments for what though? She shou/d have asked Mr 
Pirbright, then she would have had some idea. Her 

knickers. Suzanne bites a full lower lip. 

Come on, Suzanne.’ Persuasive sympathetic tones. 
No need to be shy. We're quite private down here and it /s 
necessary.’ 

A quick unhappy look at Mr Blackwick and then 
Suzanne does it. The big blue eyes darting away and not 
really knowing where to look except that she doesn’t want 
to meet Mr Blackwick’s benign gaze as her hands slide up 
underthe pleated skirt and fingers reach into the elastic of 
her knickers. Eventually a crumpled white garment, of 

nylon it looks like, appears at the hem of Suzanne’s shor- 
tish skirt. Crimson-cheeked now she dares another 
dartingglance. He had said ‘off’ but... 

‘Right off, Suzanne. We are going to want some 
freedom of movement.’ 

Whatever that can mean Suzanne does not dare to 
think. The white knickers come on down, over her knees, 
to be finally stepped out of as she steadies herself with a 
hand on the table. The bunched nylon is taken by Mr 
Blackwick and casually tossed over onto a bolt of cloth. 
Suzanne pushes back a strand of errant blonde hair. Over- 
head, outside, a pair of feet go ghostily by. She stands 
with her legs tight together. It is a funny feeling and not at 
all a nice one to stand alone before a stranger who knows 
youhave no knickers on. 

Mr Blackwick reaches for Suzanne’s hand and pulls 
her closer. “That's it. Now then, nice and relaxed. Tell me 
about school. What is it called?’ 

It is called St Hilda’s but the words come out sort of 
garbled because Suzanne is feeling pretty awful. Because 

Mr Blackwick's hand is going up her skirt. Up the backs of 
those soft bare thighs. It is his right hand, the one not 
holding the tape measure. So his fingers are free to... 

‘What are the teachers like, Suzanne?’ 

Suzanne hears herself mumble something — nothing 
that she could even recognise herself though because her 
thoughts are elsewhere. But then Mr Blackwick's 
thoughts are elsewhere too: in fact in the same place as 
Suzanne's. His hand up under her skirt has reached 
Suzanne's silky smooth bottom. Patting and gently squee- 
zing. Probing a bit. Fingers... 


‘Would you please turn, my dear?’ 

Mr Blackwick seems to have lost interest in events at St 
Hilda’s — supposing there was any interest in the first 
place. Suzanne hesitates. If she turns.... 

Briskly Mr Blackwick’s two hands, one inside and one 
outside of her skirt, put her in motion. Turning. So that the 
hand inside her skirt. 

‘Nnnnggg.... A sound of sudden shock. Suzanne's 
knees are all at once jelly-like and threatening to give way. 
Because Mr Blackwick's hand...is cupping that silky 
fleeced mound. His fingers are right there. On a girl's ultra- 
sensitive headquarters. Right there! 

‘Keep still please.’ Mr Blackwick's voice crisp and calm 
in spite of this awful thing he is doing. Mr Blackwick of 
course has had girls down in his basement before. ‘Nice 
and still. Just a little check.’ 

How can she? How can he...? His fingers... 

Mr Blackwick’s fingers are doing a little probing. Yes. 
One finger in particular. The business of making up highly 
specialised garments for gentlemen's young ladies does 
have its little perks. Mr Blackwick has learnt that gentlemen 
do not object. So that even if a young person does complain 
Mr Blackwick gets no comeback from the gentleman. Maybe 
they even think it is good for the girls. Softening them up so 
to speak. 

Smiling slightly Mr Blackwick finally withdraws his hand. 
His finger. That will do for now, for the moment. 

Suzanne is shaking all over. Sweating. Mr Blackwick’s 
hand is not there now, his finger no longer in. But she can still 
feel it. He cant...He couldn't! But he did. Well, she will tell 
Mr Pirbright. Doing that can't be needed for measuring for 
whatever she is being measured for. She w/// tell Mr 
Pirbright. Except that Mr Pirbright...OK then, she'll tell her 
mother. Except that her mother... 

Mr Blackwick, while Suzanne is hotly deciding whom 
she will tell about what he has done, is at the table. Doing 
things with the rolls of cloth. Arranging them. 

‘What I'd like now Suzanne is for you to get up on the 
table here. Lying on your back. It’s a nice convenient 
position to take measurements.’ 

Suzanne is still in a bit of a state, her heart racing, from 
before. What is he saying: /ie on her back on the table...? 
That...Mr Blackwick suddenly has firmly hold of her arm. 
And underneath one delicious haunch. Lifting. She 
squeals out a gasp of alarm but Mr Blackwick has learnt 
that firm, decisive action is the answer with hesitant 
young girls. All at once Suzanne is on the table, on her 
back. Her pleated skirt is up round her waist. Also her legs 
are sprawled apart. 

She squeals out again and grabs at the skirt, pulling it 
down, frantically conscious of what in her knickerless 
state she must be showing. She also tries to close her 
legs. But she cannot. Mr Blackwick at the end of the table 
and grinning down has a firm hold of her knees. 

“Just relax, Suzanne. Lie still and | want your legs up. 
We need those measurements, don't we?’ 

She can't close her legs but she tries to push her skirt 
down between them. Mr Blackwick is pushing her legs up 
so that her feet are on the table but her knees are raised 
high. The bolts of cloth have been moved and there is one 
for her head to rest on. It is not uncomfortable but... 

‘Put your hands at your sides, my dear.’ 

Suzanne weakly allows her hands to be moved from 
where she is holding her skirt. Perhaps the best thing is to 
try and not think. The measurements can't take long. And 
then...She tries to close her mind. Lying on her back there 
is that funny light, the pavement, above and to the let. 
Another pair of marching feet appear and disappear. 
Perhaps all this is a dream. In the dream Mr Blackwick is 
standing at the end of the table, just beyond her raised 
and parted legs. 

Mr Blackwick gazes with pure unalloyed pleasure. It is 
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a sight not granted to every man in the street. A girl's 
special privacy. A furry peach, its cleft partially opened by 
the parted thighs. Soft and delicate pink. Oh yes. Quite, 
quite marvellous. 

He comes close, to the side. Must get on of course. 
Measurements. The tape. It circles her right thigh, just 
above the knee. Mmm. Then higher. Or in her present 
position, lower. Closer certainly. A series of measure- 
ments. Mr Blackwick’s head bent in concentration, the 
dedicated craftsman at work. Getting ever closer that 
delicious split open peach. Suzanne is trying to close her 
mind but it is not easy. Not with those hands. And not after 
what Mr Blackwick did before. Now with her legs open like 
this. 

The hands do in good time reach that ultimate goal, the 
very highest circuit, the thigh where it stops being a thigh 
and becomes something else. At the inside of the thigh at 
this point of course is the furry peach. As one might 
suppose as he makes this ultimate measurement one of 
Mr Blackwick’s hands, his right and therefore most 
dextrous hand (by definition, does not dexter mean right?) 
is right there. At the open peach. In necessary intimate 
contact with it. The fingers of his dexter hand are espe- 
cially dextrous. They have, we may be sure, been here 
before. With others girls up on the table for measurement. 
The fingers know just what to do, where to go. As this 
careful measurement proceeds. 

It is awful, supremely awful, but Suzanne has to lie 
there with her legs raised and open and let it happen. Mr 
Pirbright has told her to be nice and co-operative, just as 
her mother has told her to be nice and co-operative for Mr 
Pirbright. It is awful; the most awful thing. What his 
fingers are doing. Though he /s making a measurement. 
The measurement takes an awfully, awfully long time. 
Time for two sets of feet, a man’s and a lady’s, with a long 
interval between, to go by overhead. By the end of this 
time... 

Mr Blackwick at last is helping Suzanne down off the 
table. A Suzanne who is shaking like a leaf, with little 
beads of perspiration everywhere pricking her skin. She 
cannot bear to look at Mr Blackwick. Desperate embarras- 
sment. Shame. For that truly awful response his awful 
fingers have drawn from her. 

Mr Blackwick is smiling to himself. It is sometimes 
quite amazing how these innocent looking ones will react. 
He rubs his hand across the front of Suzanne’s blouse. 
Over those two promising bulges. Not surprisingly at this 
moment he can feel firm, stiffened-up nipples there. 

‘Good. | expect you feel better after that, eh Suzanne? 
Now just a few more measurements.’ 

His hands as she stands limply against the table go to 
her waist. To the popper and zip of Suzanne’s skirt. It 
slides to the floor. A little ‘Eeek!’ from Suzanne but at this 
stage she is really too exhausted, shocked, to respond to 
anything. One hand does automatically come across to 
cover herself though. Naturally Mr Blackwick removes the 
hand. 

Measurements of those darling hips and then the 
slender waist. Then as Suzanne is made to hold her blouse 
and thin vest high — very high, up beyond those pink- 
pointed prominences — Mr Blackwick takes yet more 
measurements. Including of the pink-pointed promonto- 
ries themselves. With the tape taut over them - taut but 
not too tight — he makes the ripening glands jiggle. A test 
of firmness. There is just the merest resilient jiggle. 
Causing another of those sounds - 'mmmmgggh!' to pop 
from the pouty-soft lips. There really does not seem to be 
any end to this awful measuring. 

But that is incorrect. Mr Blackwick /s now at an end. All 
things must finally end, even the measurements of such 
an experienced and careful craftsman as Mr Blackwick. 
And time is getting on. 
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In fact Mr Blackwick does not have a lot of skilled 
tailoring to do. It is a minimum, a bare minimum one might 
say. Indeed to be honest none at all. No, all that measuring 
has been quite unnecessary for what is required for Mr 
Pirbright today. But a tailor does love to measure, it is as it 
were meat and drink to him. Measuring of young girls at 
any rate. And in the future, for further tailoring requests 
that he will no doubt get from Mr Pirbright, those measu- 
rements will certainly be needed. Although it is very likely 
that in that event Mr Blackwick will decide he has to take 
all those measurements again. That is the way it is with 
the old-time type of craftsman. 

But be that as it may for right now, today, things are 
virtually completed already. Mr Blackwick takes from 
behind one of those half finished suits what seems at first 
sight a rather strange item. And at second sight too. It is in 
part at least a tie. An old school tie as it happens. Red and 
white and gold striped. The old school tie of St Benbows, a 
minor boys public school. The establishment where Mr 
Pirbright spent his younger days. This tie is attached near 
its narrow end to a white cotton webbing belt. Suzanne 
still in a state of some shock observes this item without 
great interest. Not thinking it can be for her. 

Until Mr Blackwick fastens the belt round her waist. A 
wide-eyed look at the belt and then at Mr Blackwick. What 
is this? The tie is for the moment out of sight. Dangling 
down behind her. What...? 

She has been permitted to drop vest and blouse back 
into position. They do not reach very far: perhaps an inch 
below her waist. Mr Blackwick nonetheless taking pins 
from his mouth pins the garments up out of the way. So 
that he can see clearly what is what. Suzanne is told to 
part her legs slightly. The dangling St Benbows tie is 
pushed/pulled through the arch of her thighs. And up the 
front. To where just below the belt buckle is a piece of 
material to which are sewn the back halves of two pop 
fasteners, side by side. The tie which has been passed 
between Suzanne’s legs is drawn taut. Where it crosses 
the two poppers Mr Blackwick makes a chalk mark 
Sittong on his stool and taking out his needle and thread 
he proceeds to sew two front halves of poppers on the 
back of the tie. It is the work of a few moments at most. 
And then: pop, pop! 

Mr Pirbright calls at Blackwicks some 40 minutes later. 
A call down the intercom by that young lad. Mr Blackwick 
is all set, finished. He passes a large handkerchief overa 
slightly warm brow. It had been an extremely stimulating 
afternoon. He pats Suzanne’s bottom which apart from 
the St Benbows tie between the cheeks is quite bare. A 
second appreciative pat and then he goes up the stairs. 

Suzanne is left alone in this strange subterranean 
place with its suits and its greenish light and the now-and- 
then feet. What has happened in this little room is not 
credible. She weakly shakes her head. Then another creak 
on the stairs. Feet. Mr Pirbright this time. His face, eyes 
keen with anticipation. As he sees for the first time inthe 
flesh what he has fashioned in his mind. Oh yes! Oh yes 
indeed! He sits on the stool and draws the shaky-kneed 
Suzanne to him. Oh my word! Trembling fingers test the 
pop fasteners. Ah... 

Upstairs Mr Blackwick has that quiet introspective 
little smile. What a choice young person. So much so of 
course that he has gone just a little further than is normally 
his custom. When he had her bent face-down over the 
table for those final checks. lt was simply...well, so 
inviting. Irresistible. Still no harm done. Girls of that age, 
just coming into flower. And no doubt Mr Pirbright 
himself... 

Mr Blackwick looks up to see the lad with a silly grinon 
his face. 

‘Nothing to do then, David? Some sort of holidaycamp 
is it we’re running now?’ 
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‘Well pull ‘em up tight, girl.’ Impatience in his voice, 
bleating despair in hers as she pulls the insubstantial nylon 
material of her knickers up snug between her buttocks. ‘Sorry 
sir-S-sorry-” 

She might as well have no knickers on at all - her bum is 
absolutely bare save for the taut diagonals of her suspenders 
curving round her flanks - except that high between her legs a 

silken purse of pale yellow pouches that bit of her that she 
really wouldn'twant him to see, though in truth it emphasises 
the plump pout of what it hides more than conceals it. She 
pulls her knickers up tight, white-knuckled, pink cheeked, 
and feels the chill touch of the cane dallying with the under- 
sides of her bum-cheeks, feels it pat-pat-patt! 


The Chairman’s Chauffeuse 


‘Did you tell your mother you’d be late?’ 

‘Er - n-no. I don’t think so - 

The cane swipes spitefully across both cheeks. The girl 
gasps and clenches her buttocks together. He leaves the cane 
dangling by it’s crooked handle from the stretch of her skirt 
between her legs, and he goes to the telephone on his desk. 
The girl stares miserably at her reflection in the window and 
thinks of Sally out with that new young man from sales, and 
of Julie, his other daughter, on that promotional trip to 
Miami. A tear trickles down her cheek; it’s one thing to be the 
Chairman’s daughter, but quite another thing entirely when 
you are the daughter of the Chairman’s second wife. 
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JOKING 


Minutes of Meeting convened by 
Aubrey Blunt, CBE, Permanent 
Deputy Under-Secretary, 45 
Division. 

Date: 11 a.m. 29th March 1997. All 

Executive Officers of the Division 

present, with the exception of Mr J B 

Hoare and Miss P Gray (both on sick 

leave). 

1. The Directive regarding the 
freguency of 18,12 and 6 stroke 
canings at Youth Services Centres 
was noted by all Executives. It 
comes into force on 31st March 
1997. 

2. The question of whether the 
maximum number of strokes 
which can be awarded should be 
raised from 18 to 24 was shelved. 
However, it was agreed that if 
24-stroke canings were eventually 
to be agreed, they should be admi- 
nistered in two lots of 12 strokes, 
with a 48-hour interval in between. 

3. The question of the ‘haphazard’ 
nature of punishments in Remedial 
Training Centres was then raised 
and the Permanent Deputy Under- 
Secretary was asked to report, 
following his visit to RTC 5 (Land 
Girls). He stated that, whilst he 
approved the general standards of 
discipline maintained by 
Commandant Bushmill, he formed 
the opinion that it was not suffi- 
ciently regularised and too much 
direction was permitted to Junior 
Banks. One Land Girl (admittedly 
at fault) had been punished almost 
indiscriminately by an Instructor. 
He had, on one occasion, used a 
riding crop. 

The Permanent Deputy Under- 

Secretary did not positively disap- 

prove such methods but thought it 

better to lay down Rules as in the 
case of the Youth Training 

Centres. This was primarily to 

avoid trouble from Opposition 

M.Ps. 

4. Following this report, Mr Herbert, 
Chief Executive Officer, enguired 
why anyone outside the Y.S.S. 
Division should become privy to 
what went on behind the walls of 
an R.T.C. 

5. The Permanent Deputy Under- 
Secretary then revealed the dis- 
graceful state of security at R.T.C. 5 
(Land Girls). He stated that he had 
already taken steps to see that this 
was remedied. It was then unani- 
mously agreed that all R.T.C.’s 
should be inspected at once, from 
the security aspect, and appropriate 
action taken where necessary. 


There followed a discussion on the 
regularisation of punishments in 
all R.T.C.’s. Miss Carver, Assistant 
Chief Executive, said she was 
somewhat startled to hear of the 
use of a riding crop, particularly 
upon females. Mr Barnet remarked 
that it seemed appropriate in a farm 
setting but was rebuked by the 
Chief Executive for being flippant. 
Miss J Carver then proposed that a 
maximum of six strokes be admi- 
nistered to any girl in any one day 
Since the period of detention was 
seven days, this would mean a 
maximum of 42 strokes in any one 
week, 
There was then considerable 
discussion over Miss J Carver's 
proposal, most of it unfavourable 
to her proposition. The Chief 
Executive pointed out that these 
establishments were meant to be 
remedial, therefore a considerable 
degree of severity must be 
expected. A girl returning from an 
R.T.C. to her Y.T.C. would spread 
the word of her experiences and 
thus instil fear in others. This 
would assist those in charge of 
discipline at Y.T.C.’s. The Perma- 
nent Deputy Under-Secretary 
concurred. 
It was finally agreed that the 
maximum number of daily strokes 
be nine for girls and twelve for 
youths 
The Chief Executive proposed that 
it should be laid down that such 
strokes could be ‘carried forward’. 
That is to say, if a girl received no 
strokes on Day 1, it would be 
possible for her to receive 18 
strokes on Day 2. Or, say, 15 strokes 
on Day 2 and 12 strokes on Day 3. 
This was finally agreed with the 
proviso, proposed by Miss J Carver, 
that no more than 24 strokes be 
given in any one day. 
Directives to this effect were to be 
sent to Commandants at all 
R.T.C.'s marked ‘Highly Confiden- 
tial? 
The Permanent Deputy Under- 
Secretary stated he proposed to 
continue his personal visits both to 
Y.S.C.’s and R.T.C.'s. 

The Meeting then adjourned. 


It was fortunate for Roger Barret - 
one of the younger and more 
enthusiastic R.T.C. Commandants - 
that he had not yet received the Dire: 
tivefrom the Ministry. For he was 
about to give the latest arrival at 
R.T.C. No. 7 (Medics) what he termed 
her ‘Introduction’. This was a fairly 
common practice amongst Comman- 
dants but Roger Barret was inclined to 
carry it to excess. 
The girl in question was Clarissa 
D’Arbley who, Roger was aware, was 
the daughter of rather wealthy and 
influential parents, living in East 
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Anglia. However, background was of 
no importance once a girl was in a 
Y.T.C. Even less so when she was ina 
R.T.C. All Conscripts were treated 
equally, especially as far as discipline 
was concerned. However, it must be 
said, that those from better back 
grounds were inclined to come off 
worse since, by the very nature of 
things, they were inclined to be 
somewhat “uppity”. 

Clarissa had already received her 
uniform and changed into it. Under 
protest. This had been reported to the 
Commandant. The protest was, to 
some extent, understandable, even if 
not forgiveable. For, as most uniforms 
at the Centres, it was deliberately 
designed to humiliate. This was 
because humiliation was considered 
an essential element in discipline and 
punishment. 

A Detainee was permitted no 
Knickers or brassiere. She wore black 
stockings supported by a white 
suspender belt, and high-heeled black 
shoes. There was also a so-called dress 
which was really no more than a white 
apron, which left the girl’s back and 
buttocks exposed. Also, her breasts 
were frequently inclined to pop out 
from the sides of the apron. Apart from 
this there were white, ruffed cuffs - 
which had been classed as traditional 
rather than serving any useful purpose 

As he customarily did, Roger used 
one of the small rooms containing a 
hospital bed. This was normally used 
for Nurse Training...bed-making, bed- 
panning and the like. He saw the look 
of apprehension in the girl’s eyes as 
she stood there nervously. She had 
obviously noted the cane he carried. 

“Conscript D’Arbley,” he 
demanded. 

“Y-yes...sir...” What a pretty young 
thing she was, thought Roger. 19, but 
coming up to twenty according to her 
records. Long soft blonde hair, 
lustrous hazel eyes and an excellent 
figure. The breasts were not large but 
they were firm and high; however, the 
hindquarters and thighs were amply 
and most excellently formed. 

“Sentenced to seven days?” 

“Yes, sir.” The fair head nodded 
disconsolately. Roger got the 
impression that the girl was acting a 
little out of character. All honey and 
softness; shly seductive. Whereas, 
again according to her records, she was 
a sharp little monkey and rude with it. 

“For persistent insolence?” 

“So...so they said, sir...” 

“They?” 

“My Commandant, Sir. She is Miss 
Morley, an ex-Matron. 

“I know all about that. I, by the 
way, am Dr Roger Barret. Though I no 
longer practice.” The trace of a smile 
flickered over his lips. “Not medicine, 
anyway.” 

“I understand, Sir.” Was this girl 
actually ogling him? Trying to influ- 
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ence him with her girlish feminity? 
Well, well, how interesting. But she 
would soon learn she got a sore bottom 
just the same. 

“You were caned for it, of course, 
Conscript D’Arbley?” 

“Y-yes, sir...quite often, sir.” 

“Ever get the maximum, Conscript 
D'Arbley...eighteen strokes?” 

“Yes, sir. Twice, sir.” 

“Hmmpp...you seem to be wilfully 
stubborn, girl. Still, we know how to 
deal with such traits here. In any event, 
insolence to your superiors is a serious 
offence. It sets such a bad example to 
others.” 

The girl looked suitably contrite. 
“Yes, sir,” she said in almost a whisper. 

“Right then, D’Arbley...to make 
you appreciate you are now in an 
R.T.C. and not in the Y.T.C., I am now 
going to give you what we here term an 
Introduction”. Roger saw the girl 
beginning to look suitably scared. “Or 
to put it another way, I am going to 
give you a very sound caning.” 
“Oh...ohhh...sir...please...no! — L..Pve 
done nothing wrong... 

Roger raised his eyebrows. “Don't 
talk rubbish D'Arbley. You wouldn't 
have been sent here if you'd done 
nothing wrong. The one thing simply 
follows from the other.” The girl had 
no answer to that. She could only look 
at him appealingly with those lustrous 
eyes of hers. He was unmoved. “Come 
along, let's have you up on the bed. 
Facing the head of it.” 

There was the usual hesitation. 
Understandable, of course. A girl 
accustomed to the cane knew what to 
expect and familiarity certainly didn't 
breed contempt. 

“O-ohhh...sir...” Once again that 
seductive look. 

“Move, D'Arbley.” There was an 
edge to Rogers voice. There was 
always a time for firmness. He watched 
the girl climb on to the bed and kneel 
onall fours facint its head. She certain- 
ly had a superb bottom, he thought; as 
good a one as he'd seen for many a 
month. Then he noticed a tattoo mark 
on one flank. It was in the shape of a 
swallow. He wondered about that. 
Rather intriguing. Had some young 
man made that imprint? 

“1...1 won't be insolent any m- 
more, Sir,” he heard her say. “I u- 
understand now...” 

Roger couldn't help grinning. 
“You'll understand a lot better by the 
time you leave here, D’Arbley,” he 
said. “Grip that head-rail.” Up went 
the arms; the knuckles gripped tight. 
He heard her take a deep breath and 
saw the nates tauten in anticipation. 

Standing to the girl’s right, he laid 
on the first stroke. It was a back- 
hander, but that made no difference to 
Roger. He was as strong and accurate 
on the backhand as he was on the fore- 
hand. The weal sprang up and the 
bottom twisted but there was no more 
than a gasp from the girl. Roger 
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nodded appreciatively. He liked an 
experienced girl. One with spirit. They 
took longer to break down, but he 
always broke then down in the end. 

Again! Hard, but not too hard. The 
right sort of weight and tempo when 
you were beginning a caning of some 
duration. There was no point in 
blazing away right from the start. That 
usually produced uncontrolled 
hysteria of a kind. It was better, in his 
experience, to build up slowly. To geta 
girl acclimatised, as it were. Also, 
Roger allowed a goodish interval 
between each stroke. Plenty of time to 
absorb the pain of one before the next 
arrived. 

In this fashion, six strokes fell. At 
each, the girl’s head jerked up and 
back. At each, her bottom twisted and 
jerked back and forward. At each she 
uttered one of those breathless gasps, 
She seemed quite determined not to 
cry out, he thought. A stubborn one, 
alright, like so many of those upper 
crust girls. 

Roger laid on number seven alittle 
harder and, this time, he did get an 
‘owwing’ sound as well as a more 
convulsive squirm of the hindquarters 
Had she been expecting him to stopat 
six, he wondered? If so, she was going 
to be sadly disappointed. 

Eight! “Owww...aaahhh...” 
Another convulsive squirm. “Oh...h- 
how...many, S-sir?” came a plaintive 
query. 

“I haven't made up my mind yet 
D’Arbley,” came the callous response 
“That rather depends on your beha- 
viour.” There was a series of deep 
intakes of breath and a tightening of 
hands on the bed-head. She was 
obviously summoning up her strength 
determined not to give him the 
pleasure of breaking down too soon 

“Does Miss Morley cane as hard as 
Ido?” enquired Roger, sawing the cane 
across a quaking-quivering pair of 
buttocks. 

“Y-yes...oh yes...sir...” 

“But then, D’Arbley, I’m not 
caning anywhere near as hard as I can. 
1 hope you understand that?” 

“Yes...yes...I suppose so, sir...” The 
buttocks clenched as the cane came 
away. 

It zipped down...harder 
“Ow...oww!” Oh yes, he was beginning 
to get through to her now. Miss Uppity 
was beginning to regret where her 
runaway tongue and her arrogant 
attitude had got her. 

Again...then again...then again. 
Three coming in fairly quick succes- 
sion which had the girl writhingall 
over the bed as she lost her grip onthe 
iron head rail. Roger looked down with 
satisfaction at the stripes he had laid 
over that lush young behind. Most 
were straight; one or two crossed each 
other. That was twelve, he realised 
Quite a reasonable Introduction. He 
would give her a little rest before he 
dealt with the matter of herprotest 


over her uniform. 

“May I get off the bed, Sir?” The 
voice was plaintively appealing. It had 
a little girl sound to it. But Roger 
sensed that this Clarissa was far 
tougher than she tried to make out. 

“No you may now,” answered 
Roger flatly. He looked down at the 
soft-swelling hindquarters, running 
his fingers along the slimness of the 
cane. Nice to think hat this D’Arbley 
was going to be in his charge for a 
week. Perhaps (as so often happened), 
as time went by, certain tempting 
offers would be made so that 

punishment might be avoided. He did 
not often take up such offers but, in 
this case, he well might. As stated on 
her records, the girl was no virgin so 
the risk involved was negligable. 
D'Arbley,” he said, you will turn and 
face the other end of the bed.” 

“O...ohhh...sir...why?” 

Roger gave the girl a lashing cut. 
“Don’t ask questions, just do it!” he 
yelled above her startled scream. She 
had not been expecting that! 
Shoulders heaving now, she turned 
and knelt so that she faced the oppo- 
site way. Now the strokes would be on 
the forehand and the opposite flank 
would feel the bite of the rod’s tip. 
“Now, D’Arbley, it has been brought 
to myattention that, when issued with 
your uniform, you protested with 
some vehemence to the Instructor. 
Correct?” 

“Well...sir...it seemed...so absurd. 
Hardly anything of it... 

“It it not for you to query uniforms 
issuedat an R.T.C., Conscript D’Arb- 

ley! | should have thought you should 
have had enough brains to realise 
that.” 

“Oh Sir...I didn't really m-mean 
anything...it was just an outburst...” 

“Ouite so. Just the sort ofthing that 
comes bursting out of you all too 
often, it seems.” Apart from those 
young tits, he thought lecherously. 

“I..Pm s-sorry sir...it won't happen 
again.” 

“I hope not. For your sake.” 

“Oh, Sir...what are you going to d- 
do?” The blonde head was turning 
pleadingly 

“Do, D’Arbley? I’m going to cane 
youagain. And this time, since it was 
an offence against R.T.C. Regulations 

and not simply an Introduction...Pm 
going to cane you far harder!” 

“Oh no...sir...please...!” 

“Get your backside well up, 
D'Arbley. And keep it up. I’m giving 
youa dozen more. Then you'll realise 
what being in an R.T.C. really means. 
Any trouble and you get more than a 
dozen. An extra dozen, if necessary. 
Pm making myself quite clear?” 

“Y-yes..oh yes....sir but please 
don’t be too hard on me!” 

Roger smiled as he measured that 
flinching bottom. It was always enjoy- 
able to give it to them really good and 
hard. He raised the cane high and laid a 


full-blooded stroke across that taut- 
curving young behind. 

Clarissa D'Arbley was both stub- 
born and brave; moreover her desire to 
withstand the system at a R.T.C. was 
strong. Even so, she was not capable of 
enduring the Commandant’s fresh 
onslaught. As the supple cane bit 
excrutiatingly, she threshed and 
writhed all over the bed, legs kicking. 

Repeatedly, she begged for mercy, 
now distraught and tearful. 

Always she was made to adope her 
upthrust-bottom posture, ready for the 
coming stroke. Twice she was almost 
incapable of doing s and only the 
threat of a dozen extra gave her the 
cruel incentive to do so. 

Frankly, Roger Barret was most 
impressed by the girl’s strength and 
ability to endure. For he was by no 
means stinting himself. It was a long 
time since he had thrashed a new 
Detainee with such vigorous venom. 
Was it because of her ‘class’, or 
because her hindquarters were so 
inviting? He didn’t bother to analyse 
it. Probably it was a bit of both. All he 
did know was that by the time he had 
finished with Detainee Clarissa 
D'Arbley, she was a sobbing, 
whimpering wreck of a girl. No longer 
arrogant, no longer insolent, no longer 
defiant. 

The young Commandant was well 
content. 

What he had achieved was the 
‘raison d’etre’ of a Remedial Training 
Centre. At least, so it seemed to him, 
from the various Ministerial 
Directives he had received over the 
past months. 

From: Miss J Carver, Asst. Chief 
Executive, YSS Div., Home Office. 
To: Permanent Deputy Under- 
Secretary, YSS Div. Home Office. 

From second-hand, I have had a 
disturbing secret report from the 
parents of Conscript Clarissa 
D’Arbley, recently confined in R.T.C. 
No. 7 (Medics). How they got their 
information is unknown to me, but 
they are people of some influence in 
East Anglia. From what I can gather, 
there is a possibility of a ‘leak’ to 
Opposition Members - regarding 
conditions in this centre. I shall do my 
best to stave off anything of this nature 
but, in my view, the sooner the 
decisions taken at our Executive 
Meeting of 29th March 1997 are imple- 
mented in full, the better for all. 

The whole of the YSS system will 
be put at peril if Commandants of 
R.T.C.’s are permitted unbridled 
powers of punishment. 

Aubrey Blunt, CBE, pursed his lips 
and frowned when he received this 
inter-office memo from one of his 
most trusted executives. Something 
had gone positively amiss. 

He picked up the telephone 
receiver on his desk. “Get me the 
Commandant of the R.T.C. 7 imme- 
diately,” he ordered. 
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RINKMANSHIP 


Tim was livid. He had waited for over half an hour for the 
two teenagers from Fairfields School whom he coaches 
privately every week at skating. And when they'd finally 
arrived, not so much as an apology, just: “We’ll have to stay 
later to get the full hour, Tim, if that’s all right.” 

Well it bloody well was not all right. He had had occasion 
to give Dee a hand spanking and Mary a slippering some 
weeks previously, but this time they'd really taken the 
biscuit. 

He waited by the changing room and overhead the 
giggles: “He didn’t even ask where we'd been, Dee. Do you 
think he will? Christ, of old Moxy finds out we’ll be for the 
high-jump: it’ll be a swisher for sure.” 

“She'll probably gate us too so we won't even be able to 
come skating. But she’s not going to find out...” replied Dee. 

Tim pushed open the door and the two girls, half- 
changed, leapt to cover their bare tops: “We're not changed 
yet, Tim!” they shouted. 

“So what have you two been up to, then, and why are you 
over half an hour late? And come to that, why didn't you 
arrive in the school bus as usual?” 

“We got held up, that's all,” blurted Dee unconvincingly. 
“Yes, so we had to get the ordinary bus,” said Mary. The girls 
continued to cup their bare breasts. “Can we get changed?” 

“Yes, back into your uniforms, and report to my office. 
There will be no skating today.” Tim clumped out of the 
changing room. 

“Christ, that’s done it. He's bound to report us. I really do 
not fancy a swisher. The slipper’s bad enough, but that 
bloody cane...” Dee complained. 

“We should never have gone into town. It’s too risky. And 
Pm sure we were seen with Mark and Jeff. Oh bloody hell.” 

Mary pulled her school jacket back on. Despite being in 
the Lower VIth, the girls still had to wear uniform when 
outside the school grounds. More casual wear was permitted 
after lesson, but only around the boarding house and in the 
grounds. 

“Look, you know when he whacked us a few weeks ago, 
just before half term, well why don't we suggest the same 
thing if he doesn’t take it any further?” said Dee. 

“Do you think he’ll cane us, thought?” asked Mary. 

“Well, anything’s better than old Moxy getting her hands 
on us, isn’t it?” 

“I guess so. Well, we’d better go up. I’ve never had the 
cane though...What’s it like?” 

“It hurts, stupid. Stings like crazy, like a burn. But he 
won't have a cane, will he?” Dee asked, her mind suddenly 
concerned. The idea of having a bamboo laid across her 
bottom by a man was not an appealing one: it was bad enough 


with Mrs Moxon. 

Up in the office, Tim was talking to the maintenance 
technician, a fifty-year-old electrician called George whom 
he had known for over three years. 

“Look, George, I reckon I can get these two to take the 
cane, but if I do it up here they'll hear the noise in the offices 
below. I don’t know why you agreed to let Darren use them 
they’ve been empty for months now.” 

“Do you think you can get their knickers down, Tim?I 
mean, a real caning?” asked George. 

“] think so, but I’ve got to have the snooker room, ’cos 
they'll be yelping like nobody’s business if I really lay it on.” 

“You're a lucky sod, you are. Tanning two of those Fair- 
fields girls on the bare ares. You should be prosecuted.” 

“Not if they agree, and I have a witness,” said Tim. 

“A witness? What, someone to see that the job’s done 
properly, and that?” asked George eagerly. 

“Yes...now can you get that snooker room cleared of 
people and lock off that block?” 

“Oh, a witness, heh? Bare arse, too...How old are these 
lasses?” 

“Seventeen...now get going. They'll be here in a minute.” 

“Seventeen. Howweee!” George mumbled to himself. 

There was a knock at the door. “Waita moment,” shouted 
Tim. He went into the cupboard at the side of the office and 
moved aside a heap of junk to pull out a whippy little malacca 
cane which he bent round on itself and forced into a sports 
bag. 

Zipping it up, he called “Come in!” 

Dee and Mary shuffled in carrying their bags over their 
shoulders. Dressed in green jackets, grey pleated skirts and 
white shirts and socks they looked like the two recalcitrant 
schoolgirls they actually were. 

“You told us to report here, Tim,” Mary said quietly. 

Tim took a deep breath. “Yes, I did. I want to know what 
you two girls were doing in the town when you should have 
been here.” He took a chance on guessing that they had been 
in town but was rewarded by Mary’s eyes widening and Dee 
saying: 

“How did you know.. 

“You were seen,” lied Tim. 

“What’s going to happen?” Dee asked anxiously. 

“Your work here has not been of a sufficiently high 
standard; I had occasion to punish you both a short whileago 
in an attempt to wake up your ideas, and I was intendingthat 
if today’s lesson had not been a satisfactory one 1 would 
review the option to punish you again.” 

The girls glanced at one another. There would be no need 
to suggest they get a spanking. He’d already had the idea 
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“As it is, your late arrival here will have to be reported to 
your housemistress, who will no doubt take appropriate 
action” Tim thought he sounded too pompous, and changed 
tone slightly. 

“So, Dee...and Mary...it looks as if you’ve stepped over 
the line. I think it would be a great deal better if we got it all 
over with here, don’t you?” 

There was a pause while the two looked at one another 
again. He saw a slight nod from Mary. Dee looked him in the 
eye, then inclined her head. 

“I can’t beat you in here, as it would make too much noise 
with people in the office below. So we’ll go along to the 
snooker room at the other end of the building, which George 
is getting ready for me.” 

Tim saw Mary mouth the word “Beat?” to Dee with a 
slight lift of the eyebrows. 

“TIL be using a cane, girls,” Tim said by way of 
confirmation. 

There was no protest as Dee led the way out of the office, 
Tim carrying the sports bag containing the slender length of 
rod. 

The little file arrived at the door to the new block, 
through which they could see George approaching with a 
bunch of keys in his hand. The intention had been to equip 
the block with a variety of equipment for snooker, table 
tennis and darts, with a work-out gym attached. But funds 
were short and only the snooker table had so far made it to 
installation. 

“George will be witnessing the punishment, girls, to 
make sure that is is fair. Do you both agree to be caned?” Tim 
asked. 

“Yes,” from Dee. Tim looked at Mary: “I agree.” 

“Right, who's going to be first?” George asked, a little too 
eagerly. 

“Me, I suppose” said Mary, letting her bag fall to the floor 
and following George into the snooker room. Tim followed, 
unzipping the case and drawing out the cane in front of Mary. 
Her eyes widened as she saw him bend it back on itself to 
correct the curve inflicted by its journey in the bag, then flex 

it each way before swishing it through the air. 

“Ts that it?” she asked. “It looks very long.” 

“Take your jacket and skirt off, Mary, and stand by the 
table,” Tim ordered. A moment later, the girl was standing 
there hitching her shirt up clear of her waist without being 
asked, pulling the knickers tight over her bottom. The soft 

roundness of both cheeks seemed to tug at the gusset, daring 
ittoreveal the hidden secrets down there. Mary’s bottom 
tensed, and she ran the palms of her hands over it to smooth 
the material. 

George shut the door, leaving Dee in the corridor to rely 
on sound to tell her of what was happening. He nodded at 
Tim, gesturing at the teenager’s backside and giving a 
thumbs up sign. 

“T warned you last time that your next punishment would 
be bare, didn't 1?” Tim asked. 

“Oh, but it's the cane, Tim, I thought...” 

Take your knickers down, Mary” Tim interrupted. 

The girl obediently fitted her fingers into the waistband 
of her blue knickers and pulled them almost angrily down off 
her bottom, and down further to rest at her knees. 

Bend over the table,” came the command. 

George grinned as he watched Mary settle herself over 
the table, the long tapered legs slightly apart, stretching the 
fabric of her knickers, the crease at the base of both bare 
cheeks still deep enough to show that the teenager was well- 
protected in that area. His grin widened as Tim stepped up 
and measured the cane across the middle of his victim’s bare 
buttocks: this was going to be interesting, he thought. 

Tim pressed the malacca into the meaty fullness, seeing 
the flesh absorb part of the cane in its softness. He lifted it 

above his shoulder and brought it down in a carefully 
measured arc to connect with Mary’s backside. She jerked, 
let out a “Hmmpph'” and lay still, her fingers stretching for 
the edges of the table which were beyond reach. George was 


surprised at the lack of reaction, though the vivid red mark 
traversing the errant schoolgirl’s rear-end was real enough. 

Tim had decided on six strokes, and administered the 
next three with geometric precision, gradually creeping the 
stripes of pain down the target area as Mary held her position 
with lips pursed and eyes tight shut. She still confined herself 
to subdued “Hhmmpppp!” with each stroke, but the fourth 
drove a “Ooohhh...ooowww!” from her, and she stood up 
suddenly. 

“Is that it, Tim?” she asked, forlornly rubbing at her 
bottom. 

“Bend over, Mary. [Il tell you when it’s finished.” 

George held up two fingers in mute question, and Tim 
nodded. 

“Two more to come, Mary. Don’t clench your bottom like 
that,” he suggested. 

Mary sighed and shuffled her feet further apart to brace 
herself for the final two strokes, the silky flesh of her inner 
thighs and the dark bush of hair at the apex now clearly 
visible, to George’s delight. 

The cane rose into the air and Mary’s bottom at last 
relaxed and softened, the flesh absorbing the fifth and sixth 
strokes with a spectacular quiver and a satisfying yelp. Mary 
remained over the table, her body relaxed, a slight sob 
shaking her body. She stood and wiped a tear from her eye 
before pulling her knickers gingerly up. 

“Now, we’ll have no more nonsense from you, Mary...and 
a lot more effort at the next lesson,” said Tim. 

“Yes, Tim. Sorry about crying, but it stung like hell,” 
she replied, picking up her skirt and stepping into it. 

“Go outside and ask Dee to come in, will you?” 

As Mary left the room, George whispered “Any chance of 
me having a go, Tim...I mean, I did arrange the venue and 
everything. Be obliged.” 

“OK, you can give this girl three after me: but watch what 
you're doing. We don’t want a court-case for assault, do we?” 

Dee entered the room and announced: “I hear it’s bare 
bum again, Tim. Bit much with the cane, isn’t it?” 

“Not at your age, Dee. You shouldn’t need beating in the 
Lower VIth. If you do, it had better hurt.” 

Dee was already removing her jacket, and slipped quickly 
out of her skirt: “Do you want me to bend over?” 

Her rather plump thighs gave George reason to think her 
bottom would be even better-padded than Mary’s, and when 
she turned he was proved correct: twin jutting fleshy cheeks 
stretched her knickers almost to bursting point, the shirt 
incapable of covering the magnificence of such a bottom. It 
jiggled invitingly as she walked to the snooker table at Tim's 
request, quivered enticingly as she pulled the taut cotton off 
and, when bent over the table, seemed to dare anyone to 
touch it. George looked forward to making this uppity girl 
jump when he caned her fat arse: it was a pity he wasn’t able 
to have her over his lap for a good spanking first. 

Tim suddenly gave the girl a resounding slap with the 
palm of his hand on the back of her leg: “Keep your legs 
straight as you were told.” 

The full bottom tensed and relaxed, and Tim swished the 
cane three times in quick succession into the fleshiest area, 
the girl jumping and uttering a loud “Owwwooo” at each 
stroke. He handed the cane over to George, who waited a 
moment for Dee to stop wriggling before laying his three 
strokes with rather less accuracy but no less force into the 17 
year old’s bare buttocks. He was surprised by the speed with 
which the marks of the caning appeared, and the double line 
which became corrugated on the pale cream skin. Dee’s legs 
were almost flailing over the table: “God, that’s six. No more, 
for Christ’s sake.” 

Glancing at Tim, George pressed his hand into the small 
of the girl’s back, forcing her to bend back over the table 
while he gave each wobbling cheek a gratifyingly hard slap 
with his hand as a grand finale. 

“OK, off you go, and have a cup of coffee, Dee. [II see you 
both next week,” said Tim. George smiled again: “And what 
do you do for an encore, Tim?” 
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Dear Editor, 

I wonder, have you ever 
considered the interesting 
paradox of the sweet, inno- 
cent, Victorian teenage Miss, 


and her many ‘sisters’ 
scattered throughout the 
world? 


In the far East a girl would 
be sold as a wife at twelve or 
thirteen, or even into slavery. 
In African tribes she would be 
initiated into womanhood, in 
the wild west of America she 
would be handling a gun, 
perhaps shooting indians, 
hunting, and skinning her 
quarry. In India the equivalent 
social class might be given 
servants of her own to control 
as she wished. In the south of 
America she could whip her 
own slave. In England the 
same girl was severely disci- 
plined, birched and caned for 
the slightest fault, until she 
was nearly eighteen. 

All these differences were 
merely because of variations 
in local cultures. The point I 
wish to make is that despite 
her soft pale skin, demure 
manner, submissive obedi- 
ence, perfect deportment and 
unworldliness, the English 
Miss was tougher than all her 
contemporaries. I will attempt 
to explain. 

The country that ruled the 
world’s greatest Empire did it 
by sending out the flower ofits 
upper middle classes as indivi- 
duals and families to serve in 
the administration or military. 
They were all dedicate to their 
regiment, its dignity and 
history, and the trappings that 
make a military life one of 
ritualistic repetition. In a 
world of uncertainty, security 
came with formal repetition. 
Pipeclaying, and preparation 
of the uniform; the parade; 
inspection; drills, etcetera. At 
home, the equivalent was 
interest rates at 2.5%, stable 
and secure, and they had the 
knowledge that society did the 
same things, the same way all 
the time, and that above all, 
everyone knew their place in 
the structure of society. There 
is one further point to be 
made. There was always time 
to do something properly. I 
will refer to this again later. 

When the American girl 
graduated to loading her 
father’s musket, the subject of 
our attention was graduating 
from the nursery, and the 
complete control of her gover- 
ness, to the schoolroom and 
that of her tutor. Although it 


was never specified as such, 
the greater part of her educa- 
tion was directed towards 
discipline of the mind so that 
she could take her position in 
the vast regiment that ruled 
the world, and maintain it, 
knowing her place and that of 
her sisters. To discipline the 
mind the Victorians 
disciplined the body, and in 
particular a girls naked 
buttocks. 

As frequently as her 
American counterpart might 
hear “Fetch me my gun Lucy, 
111 teach those varmints a 
lesson.” The words in the 
schoolroom would come, 
quietly and firmly, “Fetch me 
the cane Lucy, I will teach you 
a lesson.” 

In both cases the girls would 
have a little flutter of excite- 
ment in their tummies, but of 
totally different natures. In 
neither case would either hesi- 
tate to obey. If the former 
delayed she might soon be 
dead, and the latter - well an 
endurable thrashing of only a 
dozen could easily become 
one of two or three. So, by 
different methods both assi- 
miliated discipline. How 
therefore can I make the point 
that the Victorian Miss was 
the tougher of the two by far. 
Please follow my argument 
further. 

The Victorian upper middle 
class life ran to a rigid 
schedule, morning prayers, 
meals to time, a walk in the 
afternoon, or carriage ride, 
Father’s return from his busi- 
ness, club or barracks, always 
to a time, allowing no devia- 
tion except for the routine on 
Sunday with church morning 
and evening. A girl would 
know exactly where she was. 
Security and confidence lay in 
routine, and nowhere in 
Victorian England was this 
more understood and prac- 
ticed than in domestic disci- 
pline. Before Lucy married, 
and on her wedding night, ‘lay 
back and thought of England,’ 
she had been much exercised 
in the same thoughts, but 
laying over with her bottom 
bared, no idea of resentment 
entering her head. If a puni- 
shment had been awarded, 
then she deserved it and had 
been taught to accept it in the 
same empire building spirit 
that it was given. If not exactly 
with gratitude, then as 
stoically as she was able. 

Whilst I cannot hope to 
cover more than a token of the 


techniques used by the we 
meaning disciplinarians of th 
period, I hope what | 
discussed will be sufficient | 
make my point. Punishmer 
was never treated lightly, an 
rarely given at the time it wi 
awarded, except perhaps Í 
the schoolroom for some ve; 
minor offence. Each hous 
hold would treat the matt 
differently, one having a $ 
time of the day wht 
offenders would be deal wit 
the other making her w 
until the pater familias w 
available for the infliction, 
yet a third it might be on ji 
one day a week, the punis 
ments accumulating like 
could over her head, or ma; 
bees over her bottom wot} 
be a more apt simile. 
ever the misdemeanour, 
would have ample time 
reflect on its impropriety 
the inevitable consequent 
It was never a question of- 
flog or not to flog? - but one, 
- How hard, and with whal 
To follow the argument 
us take the fortunes or mis 
tunes of a particular 
Lucy is seventeen, the eld 
five sisters living in a pr 
rous part of London. She 
the temerity to question 
tutor during a morning le: 
What would have been ini 
tive in the far West, is i 
ence in Lucy and must 
whipped out. She has to 
until six o’clock to pre 
herself to her Father 
request her punishment. 
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have to be in her room, 
ting his arrival, cane ri 
visible and to hand. 
another, already bared, a 
the bed, buttocks raised or 
pillows. In this instance | 
assume Lucy attends hi 
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techniques differ. In 
establishments 6 
have to bring the cane wil 
from her room so thal 
whole household would 


kept in his study. Lucy 
he stands with feet 
before the fire, stem 
unforgiving. She has 
keeping the tears from fl 
as he delivers the long 
on ingratitude to 
insolence, and this-will 
me-more-than-you, until 
feels suitably chastened 
guilty. 

At this stage, if she 
already brought it, she 


nt to fetch the cane from the 
bureau, although many disci- 


ady in their hands when 
culprit arrived, and to 
emphasise points by tapping it 
gainst their thighs, or flexing 
quietly and methodically. 
ulprits would watch it as 
nated as a mouse would 

h a snake. By whatever 
hod it was arrived at, the 
ment would come when 
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ould be suitably positioned 
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ose well meaning Victorians 
famt up to position a girl so 
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Stature, angle of striking 
ithe naked buttocks, and the 
mits tendency to resist 
nishment. 
hipping blocks were 
common in the” domestic 
Ne, although library steps 
fê much in demand as a 
stitute to which a girl 


ld be securely fastened. 
ucy has (if the pun may 
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behind her and accepts 
hments well. As she 

she will be lowered into 


seat cushions. Some 
holds will insist she 
oves her skirts before 
over. Elsewhere they 
iken up once she is posi- 
In either case, the 
arian who would be 
fied if he wee to see her 
torso naked would be 
nt that her buttocks be 
are for caning, and quite 
so. How else is she to 
to appreciate the 
ity of her position, and 
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y and effectiveness of 
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ll is ready. Lucy, with 
inned up (she attended 
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chool of thought that 
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of correction), and 
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age, requests ina 
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ig for her misdeed. 
tioned earlier that 
was hurried. The 
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to these matters properly. 
There was no radio, TV, tele- 
phone to interrupt. So far only 
ten minutes of the alotted half 
an hour had elapsed. Lucy is 
given another long moment to 
consider before he 
approached and lays the cane 
gently across her tender white 
bottom cheeks, tapping little 
soft snicks of sound into the 
air. The bottom wobbles invi- 
tingly. She is totally relaxed 
and receptive. She knows 
there is no other way. In the 
south of America her sister 
claps her hands for the over- 
seer to come and whip her 
slave; in the East her sister is 
making ardent love. Lucy 
grips the cushion tighter and 
stares down at the dark 
leather, an all too familiar 
sight for her and her siblings. 
She has not as yet been told 
how many she is to receive. 
There is still hope. It might be 
only a modest beating, after 
all it was a small fault. On the 
other hand, he might just beat 
her on and on without her 
knowing when it will stop. The 
voice of authority speaks... 
In Georgia her sister giggles 
as her black slave squeals 
under the lash. Lucy straigh- 
tens her legs out and digs her 
toes into the carpet as she 
waits to,receive the first stroke 
of her two dozen. It is a more 
grevious fault than she envi- 
saged. Her Papa heaves a sigh 
of heavy regret as he prepared 
to suffer his duty. In the East, 
her sister, astride her lover, 
hollows her back until her 
bottom is as prominant as 
Lucy’s. Maybe he will slap it as 
he sometimes does and impart 
that lovely stinging, tingling 
sensation. She cries out as the 
waves of delight spread from 
the taughtness of her 
buttocks. What pleasure it can 
be. Lucy’s Papa imparts the 
third satisfying slice of pain 
across his daughter’s bottom. 
She wriggles silently. Her duty 
is to take it without making a 
noisy exhibition of herself. 
With luck she will make it to 
about ten. At five she gave a 
strangled cry to coincide with 
her Eastern sister’s. Now she 
was being flogged to her limit. 
When the Lucys of England 
went out with their husbands 
to rule the colonies their abili- 
ty to suffer any deprivation or 
hardship made them a 
bulwark against which their 
men could support them- 
selves. Their training in disci- 
pline and acceptance was their 


strength. When we stopped 
disciplining our teenage girls 
we lost the Empire. 

On this note Mr Editor, I 
rest my case. For brevity’s 
sake I have omitted many 
points of the Victorian disci- 
plinary techniques to both 
shame and humble a girl, and 
also make the sting of the cane 
more intolerable within the 
strict limits of discipline they 
set themselves, but I hope that 
my point has been proved. 
J.J., Essex 


Dear Sir, 

Everybody should be 
beaten from time to time, 
either for punishment or for 
fun or therapeutically. It 
should start with the affectio- 
nate spanking of little bare 
bums. I remember climbing 
onto my mother’s knee for it. 
Later she made us bend overa 
sofa. It was part of the ordina- 
ry life in our family of many 
cousins, and we all expected 
it, and it did not frighten or 
humiliate us. 

As we got older we 
graduated to the slipper, the 
sandall, the strap, and so forth, 
but always on the bare. Also 
we spanked each other. When 
my cousin Mary broke one of 
my toys, she slipped her 
knickers down and offered me 
her bare bottom as a matter of 
course. We were about 8 then, 
and I gave her a lovely slippe- 
ring. A bit later we did it for 
fun. My earliest spanking 
party happened in an old barn. 
Five of us, two boys and three 
girls played Blind Man’s Buff. 
When you were caught you 
were slippered on the bare. 
We never thought of Hunt the 
Slipper. 

A little later still I went toa 
school where, fortunately, 
there was CP for boys and girls 
equally. There was a big chest 
in an upstairs lobby, and we 
queued to lower our pants or 
knickers and receive a few 
whacks over the end of it with 
a three-foot ruler, from a 
master or mistress. It stung 
like mad, and made a broad 
red stripe. Some people used 


to yell, but with my 
upbringing it seemed 
natural. 


We were well aware of the 
difference between puni- 
shment (retribution) and arse- 
whacking for enjoyment (S/ 


M) thought we did not know 
the words for the difference. 
We did not like, or seek puni- 
shment: we did like doing it 
for fun even when, we began 
to get the cane. One winter at 
boarding school we found a 
spare cane, and several of us 
gave each other six. 
Thereafter, for eight weeks, I 
bent over every morning after 
breakfast and was caned 
behind the shed. It was 
marvellous! But bending over 
a classroom desk was not. The 
masters never knew, because 
they always caned us in our 
shorts, but the matron knew 
because she took them down 
and when she did it. She never 
made any comment or let on. 

Years later, 1 met her acci- 
dentally, and we talked very 
frankly. She thought that one 
should always be caned on the 
bare because punishment and 
sado-masochism, though very 
different, were connected, and 
with a bottom naked, there 
was a sort of co-operation 
between the delinquent and 
the punisher, which was much 
better than mere pain. She 
enjoyed caning us, but she was 
universally considered a 
“good sort”, so she evidently 
did not abuse her pleasure. 
She also thought that girls 
needed the cane as much as, 
or even more than boys and 
that at co-educational schools 
sex discrimination was wrong: 
either do without or do them 
all, but if a master was caning a 
girl, they should not be alone 
together. In any case it was 
much better than other 
nonsensical, boring or time 
wasting school punishments. 

She asked me if I still did it 
for fun, and this was the only 
time she ever alluded to what 
she had seen. I nodded. She 
said that she occasionally beat 
old pupils. Some people 
needed it at intervals: others 
had to get rid of guilt. She also 
thought that everybody 
should be caned at least once a 
year regardless. 

I found it impossible not to 
agree with her and I still do. I 
also favour corporal 
punishment of adults of any’ 
age at any official level, as a 
way of dealing with minor 
offences like parking, and 
maintaining discipline in an 
office. A cane or long birch 
should be used and it should 
be quite severe - never less 
than six. There is much to be 
said for doing it in public. I 
believe that this is normal in 
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the Sudan, where men and 
women lie bare-bottomed 
over a stool outside the police 
station and are thrashed witha 
palm rib. I do not see why the 
audience should not enjoy it. 
It would make us all less in! 
bited and empty the prisons. 
Spanking should be easier 
to give or get. We need 
discreet mutual recognition 
signals. There is a simple and 
innocuous symbol * which 
could be incorporated in a tie 
or printed or stuck on the 
cover of a diary. A spanker’s 
diary with useful information 
and a place for recording 
punishments, instruments 
used, number of strokes and 
reason would be helpful. 
Speaking for myself, I begin 
to feel uncomfortable if I have 
not been caned for over a 
month - punishment apart. I 
don’t play with it: my caning 
friends know that they should 
hurt me, and they really do. I 
prefer to have it from a 
woman, but take it from men 
too. I also am ready to beat my 
friends or punish them when 
they need it. 
Charles 


* I have shown this symbol to 
the Editor, but for obvious 
reasons I have asked him not 
to publish it in this letter. 


Dear Sir, 

Probably most of your 
readers in hearing of Austria 
associate either a vacation 
with mountains and local 
costumes or political and 
other scandals like the wine- 
scandal or the still pending 
scandal about Mr Waldheim, 
former Secretary-General of 
the UNO. 

In both cases the impression 
could be left that all Austrians 
are of the more easy-going 
type, a people without prin- 
ciples, who takes nothing 
really serious and who turns 
the eye into the other direc- 
tion if there is something not 
so very enjoyable. 

But I believe that this, like 
most prejudices or more 
general judgements is also a 
little bit wrong. There are a 
good many Austrians who do 
care, who do have their prin- 
ciples and who do live up to 
them. In this connection one 
might remember for instance 
that there is almost never 
news about Austrian young- 
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sters or student riots. And I 
believe that there, in our 
education - among other 
things, of course - we are still 
really conservative, conserva- 
tive in the good sense, which 
means to stick to principles 
handed down to us from our 
parents and grandparents. 
And that simply means that a 
lot of Austrian parents do 
have their children under 
strict discipline, meaning 
again that they use corporal 
punishment in their childrens 
education if necessary. Here 
my own family is a good 
example of this and in the 
neighbourhood or among our 
acquaintances we are by no 
means an outstanding 
example. To illustrate this let 


me tell you a bit about 
domestic discipline in my 
family. 

My family, that is my 


husband Wilhelm and the 
three girls Dorit, Anna and 
Beatrix and myself, of course. 
My name is Elsa, I am forty- 
two and a rather typical 
Austrian housewife. Wilhelm 
is four years ahead and a 
government clerk. 

My husband and I, we have 
introduced corporal puni- 
shment for our girls starting 
with hand-spanking over the 
lap. Then they were promoted 
to the strap and then the cane. 
They get the cane quite regu- 
larly because there is nothing 
so impressive in education 
than steadiness and 
perseverance. 

We have a caning session 
once a week regularly; then 
they get the “usual” dose 
which is simply as many 
strokes as they are of age. This 
they get if their record reaches 
a certain upper margin. This 
“usual” dose can be increased 
every fourth week if their four- 
week record is exceptionally 
bad. Then between two and 
twelve strokes can be added to 
the usuals. 

If the weekly record stays 
below the margin then, of 
course it is taken into the next 
week. To give you a better 
idea of hos this works, I have 
prepared in an Appendix a list 
extracted from my diary 
concerning the punishments 
over the last ten weeks. 

As you can see from this 
record of all the canings the 
girls get the cane at an average 
of about twice in four weeks, 
sometimes a bit more 
frequent and sometimes a bit 


less. To give them enough 
time for the cane marks to 
disappear, the area of applica- 
tion is changed each time they 
get the cane. Once it is their 
buttocks, then the next time 
the backs of their upper thighs 
and then the front of their 
upper thighs and thereafter, of 
course back to their buttocks. 
To receive the cane on their 
upper thighs, back and front, 
our girls find particularly 
inconvenient in summer, but 
we cannot help it - they 
should avoid it themselves 
with a better behaviour. 

Now to the canings them- 
selves. My husband and I do 
both use the cane whenever 
one of them needs it; we have 
two canes, one for each of us 
and we use them both at the 
same time on the girl in 
question. And we use them in 
all earnest, there is no fidge- 
ting or tapping only, each 
stroke is applied with enough 
force behind to make them 
feel it through and through. 
There is no doubt about that. 
The swish of our canes, the 
dry splatting whack on the 
naked flesh and the deep 
furrow the canes length digs 
into the girls bottoms or 
thighs will tell everybody 
enough, and more so will the 
up-springing weals and the up- 
rising wails. Our girls do cry 
rather loud - they have to, this 
is assured by our two canes 
and they are certainly heard 
beyond the four walls of our 


sitting room where all our 
canings take place, and even 
outside the house. But our 
neighbours are accustomed to 
those slightly strange noises 
and do not take much notice 
any longer after so many years 
of it - there are similar sounds 
to be heard from at least three 
of them sometimes as I 
mentioned already. 

The different places where 
we use the canes on our girls 
bodies do need, of course 
different position. It it is the 
buttocks or the back of their 
thighs then they will bend 
over the edge of the heavy 
sitting-room table, arms 
outstretched for their sisters 
to hold one each; if it is the 
front of their thighs they lay 
back over the same table edge, 
arms again stretched back for 
their sisters to hold them. 

You see that both sisters of 
the one to be just caned are 
participating in the puni- 
shment, keeping their mate in 


place. They have to do 
always with their lower cl 
removed because if they 
not fulfill their task to olg 
satisfaction they will get o! 
the table edge themselves fit 
a small taste of the cane. Thep 
sister is, of course comple! 
naked; she has to undress id 
front of the whole family tl 
the beginning together wi 
the other two. On these ocdi 
sions my husband Wilheli 
always dressed rather form: 
while I take off my blo 
usually and also skirt and 

to have more freedom 
move. It is rather ۵ 0 
contrast we present then, 5 
for the girls this sight is qui 
normal. 

I should say here, that 
being a genuine Austi 
housewife, being born in 
rural part of the “Burgenlan 
1 have also the looks of 
i.e. I have a not too sm 
figure with plenty of bos 
and hips, a bit on the hei 
side, I believe you ca 
buxom. And our three g 
are following me quite clo 
that respect, they are 
healthy, strong things with! 
size bottoms and - except! 
the youngest - already wil 
good bust too. 

When the respe: g 
undressed and her sisters 
have removed their pa 
etc and I myself have m 
ready, the all three of th 
with the girl to be canedin 
middle wait for a len 
lecture they will hear from 


and their father which 
into their deeds and into} 
merits of a stric dom 
discipline to meet them. 
face of the one in the mig 
shows quite well that 


and her eyes are 
gleaming with the first tes 
many tears to follow. 
other two, standing 
left do not look too happ 
they know that they 
to keep their wriggling 
fighting sister well in 
over the table to avoi 
cane on their own bull 
The screams and yells 
poor mate will not hel 
in their business, not 
of the sight of their 
caned areas, buttock 
thighs which accum 
increasingly more 1 
weals, the sight of 
enough to make them: 


often to cry in sympathy with 

il hed poor sister who 
in turn is desperately trying to 
t her arms free and to 
iggle away from under the 
two canes slashing into her 


These canes will come 
down on the girls buttocks or 
thighs simultaneously, that is 
my husband and I raise our 
spective canes at the same 
lime and then flash them 
down onto the naked ready 
get at a little sign of my 
husband in almost one single 
or better double) swish. 

The sharp whack with which 
both canes meet their meat, as 
one could say, merge into one 

il pain loaded impact. Of 

se we will both aim for 
lifferent areas on the girls 
uttocks or thighs, we decide 
n that always beforehand, 
iplicitely and for everybody 
hear, the punished girl too; 
that she will know in 

nce where the next 
uble-stroke will fall and 
ting pain shoot through her 


With all this we take our 
e; we give the girl enough 


s after the last and also 
je their fear build up 
and anticipation of 
ling and already existent 
have them trembling all 
And they do fear their 


m with all their heart - 
is no doubt about that. 
course they are always 
ling that they are too old 
uch punishment, but that 
not work with me or my 
I have got the strap 

at home right up to the 
[married and I did not like 
[but I had to submit to 
heless whenever it was 

ht to be necessary again. 
ilhelms family it was not 
different. He saw his 
ister under his fathers 
until she was twenty-one 
he often has told, she 
nty of it, even at that 
ted age. But as he 
is, it was just these 
measures which 
ted her from becoming 
thy lass and instead 
her into a very respec- 
fife and mother, a thing 


it herself nowadays. 
each of our double- 
we need several 
j with all the waiting 
eparation, extending 


thus the canings into affairs of 
about an hours time i.e. if it is 
the usual dose. Every four 
weeks it may be a little bit 
longer depending on how 
many additional strokes are to 
be applied. But as can be seen 
from the list in the Appendix, 
the ultimate caning where the 
girl receives as many strokes 
as her age plus a full twelve is 
not so frequent. Of course it 
needs more time if two of 
them or even three are in for 
the cane. Then for even longer 
than only one hour our sitting 
room is filled with the sound 
of down-slashing canes and 
the noisy howls and yells of 
our girls. 

When a caning is over and 
the buttocks or thighs or the 
respective girl is covered by 
the right number of weals 
from me and my husbands 
canes the girl is released by 
her sisters and has to stand in 
the middle of the floor, legs 
spread a good deal and hands 
folded behind her neck for 
another lenghty lecture, her 
sisters following it standing 
right and left again. Only then 
these two are allowed to put 
on their lower cloths again, 
the punished girl, of course 
has to remain naked, standing 
where she is for another hour 
or so. If necessary we proceed 
after the lecture to the next 
girl who needs the cane and 


the whole procedure is 
repeated. 
That is in short our 


domestic discipline and I can 
say without hesitation that my 
husband and I don’t see one 
reason why we should not 
carry on with it - it works well 
and has helped up to now to 
keep our girls out of really 
serious troubles and we don’t 
see why it shouldn’t help in 
the future. On the contrary, 
we are quite sure that quitting 
of this discipline would see 
our little ladies soon in that 
sort of trouble which parents 
who are in with soft education 
complain about afterwards. 
We will apply the cane to 
our daughters as long as they 
are living with their parents 
and they all three know it, but 
up to now we don’t think that 
they will leave their parents 
care as quick as it would be 
possible. They are all three 
happy here, and that is the 
best one can say of a family, 
that it is a happy one - and if 
we can say something about 
our family, then it is that: 


We are happy, because or in 
spite of the cane - what does it 
matter thenl 

I hope that many other 
parents do take our domestic 
discipline for an example; we 
can assure them that they will 
be more successful in their 
educational task and find it all 
much easier. 

With many and deep 
greetings from my husband 
and me, 

Elsa & Wilhelm Góppert 


Dear Sir, 

I regularly read all your 
publications, I believe you set 
a very high standard which 
other CP magazines just 
cannot match. 

Overall your photographs 
and stories manage to please 
everyone, as the old saying 
goes - ‘You can please some 
of the people some of the 
time, but not all the people all 
of the time.” 

Two articles that have 
appeared in your most recent 
issues, I found most pleasur- 
able and would like to see 
expanded on, 

Firstly, in Blushes 16 in the 
‘letters’ section there was a 
most delightful photograph 
supplied by B.S. of Herts of his 
neighbours teenage daughter, 
showing us her pert bottom 
clad in only skimpy red 
knickers. Perhaps other 
readers could send in photo- 
graphs of their daughters, 
step-daughters, nieces, wards 
etc, either in punishment 
poses or perhaps dressed in 
their school uniforms, girl 
guide or majorette outfits or 
pyjamas. 


Secondly, the story in 
Whispers 3 entitled ‘The 
Scarecrow’ was, for me, a 


wonderfully wicked piece of 
fiction. The model in the 
accompanying photo’s was 
very pretty, with such a look of 
innocence and hurt. My 
request is that you use the 
same model ina set of photo’s 
that would go something 
along these lines. 

The girl wearing her majo- 
rettes outfit is seen being 
caned by her mother, in front 
of relatives such as grand- 
father, aunt, uncle and a male 
cousin of the same age. Half 
way through the caning she is 
made to take off her outfit, 
leaving her wearing only a vest 


and white ankle socks. This of 
course makes her extremely 
embarrassed. The caning 
continues with her bent 
forward touching her toes, 
legs slightly apart, her bottom 
facing the onlookers. After- 
wards she is instructed to 
remove her vest and stand 
with hands on head, and her 
back to the relatives, then she 
is ordered to face them 
keeping her hands on her 
head. With a look of mortified 
humiliation on her pretty face. 

I hope this request meets 


with your approval, and 
indeed the other idea. 
K.L, Essex 


Thanks for the idea, K.L., 
hope you like the story 
*Grangemoor Routines‘ which 
your letter inspired. 


Dear Sir, 

So impressed was I with 
the standard of Blushes 10 
(which I bought some five 
months ago in a magazine 
exchange shop) that since 
then I’ve been building up my 
collection of the ‘House of 
Blushes’ publications. To date 
I’ve collected more than twen- 
ty issues including a full set of 
‘Uniform Girls’ - my latest 
purchase being Blushes 12 
during last weekend. This 
brings me to the point of my 
letter. 

Without a doubt the 
photos accompanying the 
‘Stable’ article in Blushes 12 
are the best I’ve seen. Being an 
avid fan of 106 6 
bottom, the photo’s of the girl 
in the saddle, with her short 
skirt pulled up over her back 
to reveal her tightly fitted 
panties, are superb. I particu- 
larly liked the way she was 
raised and leaning forward in 
the saddle giving the impres- 
sion (to me anyway) that she 
was demanding to be 
punished. 

So please more photo’s of 
pantied bottoms, more pantied 
schoolgirls, more, more more! 
Regards, 

Steve 
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¿ Mi | 

‘All right? queried Mr Smithers from the other room. 
Desperately keen though he was to see the new shorts on 
Alison he had let her go through into the little parlour to put 
them on. That way he would get the mouth-watering picture 
complete, all at once. He was in a state of some excitement. 

“No” replied Alison in an unhappy voice. ‘No, it’s not. 
They're...” 

“What's wrong then?” The Rev Smithers had forgotten 
that he had omitted to say anything about the nature of the 
alterations he had had done. Alison was looking askance over 
her shoulder in the full length mirror. The fact was of course 
that Mr Smithers’ special shorts for his new Young Adventu- 
rers had no bottoms in them. His sister, Millicent after 
initially refusing, had finally agreed to do as he reguested, 
cutting and sewing hems where he had chalked. 

‘Someone’s done something. You can see all of my bum,’ 
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wailed Alison making a face. 

Tristram Smithers entered, all of a quiver. ‘Let me see, 
Alison dear. Turn round. Let me see...’ 

Alison, red-faced, turned. Oh yes! What a rapturous sight! 
he clearly was in the wrong profession as a man of the cloth, 
he should have been a designer of clothes for teenage 
females. Alison’s bottom was indeed bare, or effectively so, 
for there remained at the rear not much more than the waist- 
band and the central seam of the blue denim shorts. She had 
no knickers on, on Mr Smithers’ instruction, and so the pretty 
cheeks were quite bare. 

A rapturous sight indeed. With the bottomless shorts 
Alison, pretty, tallish and blonde, had ona pink T-shirt, white 
knee socks and sandals. A sight almost to drive a man out of 
his mind. Closing quickly Tristram Smithers’ had clasped a 
bottom-cheek. Alison gave a little squeak. Not that she was 
unused to Mr Smithers’ hand on her bum but, welll, these 
shorts... 

He turned her and pulled her close. One hand round her 
waist and the other natually at the scrumptious rear. Lightly 
jiggling the slimmish cheeks. ‘They’re the Young Adventu- 
rers action shorts,’ he told her. 

‘Action shorts!’ queried an incredulous Alison, turning 
her face so that she was not smothered by Mr Smithers’ 
tweed jacket. He said Yes. For when they were out in the 
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country. Camping and on adventure hikes. The shorts were 
designed to allow complete freedom of movement. 

‘But we can’t...What will people say? If my mum sees 
them...’ 

“Your mother is not going to see them,’ Tristram 
Smithers replied firmly. ‘On no account.’ There was no doubt 
that Mrs Twilling would not approve and would certainly 
want to know what was going on. As indeed would other 
members of the public at large if they set eyes on Tristram 
Smithers’ brainchild. “The shorts are naturally secret. 
They’re one of the secret things about the Young 
Adventurers.’ 

Alison grunted. Mr Smithers’ hand was going mad with 
her exposed bottom. Mr Smithers had a real thing about girls 
bottoms so perhaps it shouldn’t be too surprising that he had 
got these funny shorts for the Young Adventurers. Obviously 
they wouldn’t have been allowed in the Guides so Mr 
Smithers decided to form this new outfit. It was to be just 
her and Cynthia and Jane at first but the other two hadn’t got 
their shorts yet. They were in for a surprise. 

‘Another thing of course about the shorts,’ said Mr 
Smithers who was getting quite excited, ‘is that they will be 
very good for disciplining. Naturally we'll have to have 
discipline, that’s what makes things work. And with these 
shorts I shall be able to discipline you girls straight away 

By discipline Mr Smithers meant smacking bottoms, or 
using his strap across their bums. He could hit you pretty 
hard with his hand when he had you over his lap. His strap of 
course was a whole lot worse. 

‘Let’s try it,’ said the Rev Smithers, perhaps inevitably. A 
spot of disciplining.’ 

‘No!’ piped Alison. ‘I’ve not done anything.’ 

Mr Smithers said that actually saying No could be 
construed as a breach of discipline but he wasn’t going to 
count it. But he would give her a spanking and count it against 
the next time she needed one. Alison wasn’t at all happy with 
that either but it was clear Mr Smithers was pretty excited 
what with the new shorts and everything. She could feel he 
was excited all right, pressed tight up against him as she was 
And if Mr Smithers didn’t have a spanking...he might easily 
think of something else. 

So very shortly Alison was over Tristram Smithers’ lap 
her face down close to he carpet and her bottom in the 
bottomless shorts high up and offering a splendid target. The 
practised hand began splatting down. ‘Ouch!’s and ‘Ooof!’s, it 
was not Tristram Smithers’ policy to go easy on a girl’s bum 
once he had it over his lap. Alison writhed and jerked in truly 
heart-pounding fashion. Writhing and jerking, it must be 
said, directly over Tristram Smithers’ throbbing member. 

Yes the Young Adventurers’ shorts were given a very 
satisfactory introduction. Very soon mixed in with Mr 
Smithers’ grunts of effort there were gasps of supreme 
pleasure. After that he decided to take Alison’s shorts off and 
give her another going over without them, just to compare 
the two. 

Yes all in all a most satisfactory introduction. 


The Young Adventurers had their first adventure camp 
the next weekend. It was the school holidays so they could 
set out on the Friday morning, the three of them with Mr 
Smithers in his ancient car. They all had their action shorts 
now and not only that, there were special swimsuits as well. 
One-piece stretch suits which Tristram Smithers had dealt 
with in the same way as the shorts - or rather persuaded 
Millicent to deal with - that is the bottoms had been cut out 


They set off, all highly excited, for their secret destination. 


tion. Naturally they didn’t have the Young Adventurers 
shorts or swimsuits on when they left home, but skirts and 
knickers. As it would turn out this first expedition was going 
to be even more momentous and exciting than any of them 
anticipated. 

Tristram Smithers had got permission for camping froma 
gentleman he vaguely knew, a friend of a friend, who had 
quite a bit of land in Somerset. Major Folkestone his name 


was andthey went in to briefly meet him when they arrived 
after a three hour drive. Major Folkestone was an older man 
with a reddish face and white hair and rather stary blue eyes. 
The stary blue eyes had stared in particular at the three pretty 
girls as he said they were welcome to camp wherever they 
liked. Jane said afterwards, ‘I had a funny feeling about him 
when he looked at us like that.’ But of course it was easy to 
say that afterwards. 
They went off a good distance from Major Folkestone’s 
housealong a trail through the woods to what seemed like a 
nice secluded corner. Then they put up their tents: two tents, 
one fortwo girls and one for Mr Smithers and the other one. 
They alsoright away on Mr Smithers’ instruction put on their 
Young Adventurers action shorts. Jane also said afterwards, 
I didn’t like putting the shorts on, I could feel eyes watching 
me fromthe bushes.’ But that again was afterwards and they 
had all felt a little bit like that. And in any case at that point 
Major Folkestone hadn’t been watching, it had been later. 

Itwas later in the afternoon. After they’d been for a hike 
though the woods and come back and built the table. From 
lengths of wood tied together with rope. A rustic table with a 
flat board on top that they’d brought with them. The table 
was to be used for meals etc but also Rev Smithers could see 
another use for it. Discipline. 

For Mr Smithers’ thoughts, as he trekked through the 
woods with the girls in their action shorts, had been turning 
more and more to the subject of discipline. With three 
jiggling bare bottoms for his eyes to feast on, three perfect 
young pairs of bottom cheeks, this was not really surprising. 


| NEN 8 
‘We all need a little warming up before we go any further,’ he 
pronounced. ‘To keep us alert and, er, disciplined.’ 

By ‘we’ and ‘us’ Tristram Smithers naturally meant the 
three girls and the thought had suddenly come that their 
rustic table could add a new dimension in that direction. 

‘Up on the table, Alison,” he said when they had finished 
constructing it.” (It was almost always Alison first.) “Lie on 
your back and lift your legs up. Hold the backs of your knees.” 

At first Alison said she wasn't going to, it would be just 

too awful in that position, but Mr Smithers barked sharply, 
Discipline Alison! The Young Adventurers must have 
discipline.” 
After a good deal of whining and protesting she finally 
agreed - but only if the other two weren't watching. Mr 
Smithers agreed that they could go and wait in the tent. 
Alison reluctantly got up on her back and lifted her legs in the 
air. It was a marvellous position to have a girl in, as Tristram 
Smithers had pictured it, Alison’s mouth-watering bottom 
up-ended and bare apart from the thin denim seam splitting 
the taut-stretched cheeks. With mounting excitement he 
began to strap her. At this point of course, as it turned out, 
Major Folkestone was watching. 

And he was watching as Mr Smithers then in turn 
strapped the other two girls, Cynthia for a little variety being 
made to lie on the table on her front with her head and 
shoulders hanging down near the ground. Yes it was wildly 
exciting and Mr Smithers strapped them all with great gusto 
causing the woods to echo with girlish yelps and squeals. 

It was when he had just about finished with Jane: that 
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Major Folkestone stepped out from where he had been 
watching. Jane was still on the table, on her back like Alison, 
her legs held high, her bottom bright red. Tristram Smithers’ 
thoughts, inflamed by his heady pleasures, had run on to 
other pleasures. Alison who was to be in his tent tonight 
would definitely need another Sex Education lesson. Then 
there in front of him was the mind-boggling form of Major 
Folkestone. 

Consternation? Shock? Terror even? There seemed to be 
no word strong enough to describe the effect of Major 
Folkestone’s sudden appearance. The girls let out yelps of 
fright. It was as if a ghost had appeared. But Major 
Folkestone was no ghost. 

He drew Mr Smithers aside. The three girls stood in shock 
as the two men conversed in lowered tones. They knew of 
course that the Young Adventurers had to be kept secret. Or 
at least the action shorts did and so no doubt must those 
strappings and the manner in which Mr Smithers had 
delivered them. If such matters got into the papers, say... 

But as it turned out Major Folkestone was not proposing 
exposure. Or at least only as a last resort. Only if...well, if 
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there was no co-operation. 

Co-operation? Yes. Major Folkestone seemed friendly. With 
a broad smile he turned to the girls after the quiet little chat 
with Mr Smithers. He would like them to take tea with him. 
One at a time, it seemed. Was that all? Well... 

Jane, he decided, would be first. Today. Alisonand 
Cynthia tomorrow. Jane gave Mr Smithers a darting glance. 
Should she change out of her action shorts? Major 
Folkestone smiled again. Oh no. Not at all. Smiling he took 
Jane off. To have tea. 

Tea? Well tea and the rest. Jane reappeared more than 
hour later. Not a very happy look on her face. And whenthe 
other two girls greeted her she began blinking. Tears. When 
she turned you could see why. Where earlier there had been 
rosy glow on her bottom from Mr Smithers’ strap there were 
now dark red and purple stripes. Criss-crossing angrily over 
those taut slim cheeks. 

Stripes from a vicious caning. Alison and Cynthia who 
had to go tomorrow gasped with horror. Tristram Smithers 
bit his lip. 
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THE SWIMMING LESSON 


That business on their first camp with Major Folkestone 
was truly awful, that man was a real sadist. None of the three 
girls had ever been caned before and the ferocious, biting 
pain was something else, your bottom feeling like it was 
actually on fire and your brain seeming to want to explode 
out of your head. 

Jane who’d got it first, on that Friday evening, was really 
in a state. ‘I can’t sit down,’ she wailed. But as it was almost 8 
o’clock by the time she got back from Major Folkestone’s, Mr 
Smithers said that anyway they might as well turn in and have 
an early night. The fact was that Tristram Smithers, although 
expressing sympathy for Jane and the state of her bottom, 
was also very much aroused by it. For this reason he had 
quickly decided to switch plans and have Jane in his tent that 
night rather than Alison. ‘So I can see she’s all right,’ as he 
explained. 

Mr Smithers had brought some cold cream with him and 
also of course he had his Vasaline. The cold cream did help 
but after he’d put that on Jane would much rather Mr 
Smithers had left it alone. However he could not bring 
himself to do this, the sight of those criss-crossing purpling 
stripes was so stimulating that his hands simply could not 
keep away. ‘Massaging’ was what he said he was doing. 

Jane by this time had taken off her action shorts and also 
the rest of her things and put on her pyjama top but not the 
pyjama trousers and on Mr Smithers advice was lying on top 
of her sleeping bag on her front. Jane could well have done 
without the massaging which was painful and brought forth 
various yelps and squeals. The massaging went on for quite a 
while and then Mr Smithers, even more aroused by now, 
decided that it would be a good idea if Jane had a Sex 
Education lesson. 

Jane also didn’t feel much like a Sex Education lesson but 
there wasn’t much she could do about that either. Like the 
other two Jane was in general prepared to accept that Sex 
Lessons were a very good thing at that age, preparing you for 
life and all that, but sometimes you felt more like 
having one than at others. 

The next day of course the other two, Cynthia and Alison, 
had to go over to Major Folkestone’s, Cynthia in the morning 
and Alison in the afternoon, for refreshments supposedly but 
in reality it was to get a caning just like Jane. Both pleaded 
desperately with Mr Smithers, saying why didn’t they just 
leave and go and find another campsite somewhere else? But 
Rev Smithers said that wasn’t on because if Major Folkes- 
tone didn’t get proper satisfaction from each of them he 
might go to the papers or something and then they’d all be in 
big trouble. By ‘proper satisfaction’ Mr Smithers meant of 
course giving them each one of those awful canings. 


So there was nothing for it. They went. And each in turn 
came back in tears and with her bottom in very much the 
same state as Jane’s had been. (Jane’s stripes were at last 
beginning to fade a bit by this time.) 

So that was their first Young Adventurers camp - a bit 
more than they had bargained for, or indeed what Tristram 
Smithers had bargained for. He told Cynthia and Alison 
whose bottoms were still showing cane marks on Sunday 
afternoon when it was time to go home, to be sure and not let 
their mothers see. As for those new Young Adventurers 
swimsuits, they only put them on in the tents. Mr Smithers 
had been planning for the girls to go for a swim in themin the 
nearby stream but he said that Major Folkestone might 
possibly be lurking about in the bushes watching and if he 
saw he might want them to go to his house again for more 
refreshments. Naturally the girls were horror struck atthe 
thought of that. 

Therefore the Young Adventurer swimsuits, with the 
bottomless bottom’s remained untested as far as actual 
swimming was concerned. Tristram Smithers pondered this 
He was keen for the girls to get in some swimming practisein 
the bottomless swimsuits. He also pondered the suits them 
selves. They were first rate, the brainchild no doubt ofa great 
inventive mind. But...could they possibly be improved? 

Alison. As always it was Alison first. Sweet, sweet- fleshed 
Alison, always his favourite. The other two were favourites as 
well but Alison was Number One. So Alison it was who was 
instructed to come round to Mr Smithers’ place three days 
after the camping trip, right after lunch. What was up, so to 
speak? Mr Smithers was clearly excited, more so than usual 
And Alison was being told to go into the little parlourtoput 
that swimsuit on. It was just like when he produced theaction 
shorts for the first time - but Alison Aad put the swimsuiton 
before. She knew what it was like, it had virtually no bottom 
at the back it went between the cheeks of your bottom rather 
than covering them. Well, that was Mr Smithers. But... 

Looking at the suit which he had handed her, Alison 
suddenly noticed something. Something small and hard 
And then another something. She held the suit up, exam 
ning it. It was the same swimsuit but now there were pops on 
it. Poppers. For some reason they were sewn onto the 
shoulder straps, both at front and back. And then...And then 
she saw that between the legs of the suit, the crotch there 
were poppers too. And here the swimsuit could be opened asit 
was just the poppers holding it together. That was different 
from at the shoulders where they were only half poppers 

Alison felt a little tingle. The swimsuit would now open 
between her legs. Why was that? ‘Are you ready?’ called 
Mr Smithers from the other room. 

‘N...No...’ Alison stepped into the suit, pulling itup over 


her slim nude form, pulling the narrow shoulder straps up 
over her shoulders. At the back the stretch material automa- 
tically slid in between the bare cheeks of her bottom. That 
felt funny and not very nice, just like the action shorts, being 
all exposed like that. But mostly it was those funny poppers 
she was thinking about. Why...? 

Mr Smithers was suddenly in the room, eyes gleaming. 
‘What d’you think, Alison?’ 

Alison didn’t know what she thought. He was grabbing 
her, pulling her close, his hand at her bare bottom. Then in 
front. She squeaked as the hand went in between her slim 
thighs. And then...Alison squeaked agan, more urgently. 

‘You see.’ Tristram Smithers’s voice husky with excite- 
ment. ‘Quite an idea, eh?’ 

His fingers had undone the two poppers between Alison’s 
legs. The two parts of the tight suit had sprung apart so that 
there was nothing there but Mr Smithers’ hand. ‘Ooohhh! 

‘Quick release,’ breathed Mr Smithers, his fingers busy. 
‘Another little idea I had.’ 

Some time later Alison managed to get away from him 
anddo the pops up again. Then, more than a little hot and 
bothered, she was preceeding him out along the corridor and 
upstairs. To the bathroom. Mr Smithers was going to give her 
aswimming lesson. In the bathroom? She was still having 
trouble thinking straight what with the suit with the poppers 
and also what Mr Smithers had been doing with the poppers 
undone. He had begun filling the bath with water. Alison 
shook her head. ‘I can’t swim in there.’ 
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Mr Smithers turned, smiling. Pulled her close again, 
grabbing once more at her bare bottom. ‘No, you're not going 
to swim in the bath, Alison dear, it's just to get you wet first. 
Pm going to have you on the stools for your lesson.” 

There were two high stools by the side that she hadn't 
taken any notice of. Could you have swimming lessons on 
stools? But then Alison was being bundled into the bath, into 
the warm water. Mr Smithers pushing her down on her back. 
She squealed as his hands slid over her, like slippery wet sea 
creatures. Another sharper squeal as one sea creature went 
between her legs and unpopped the pops. The sea creature 
had stiffly probing parts. ‘Ooohhh! 

Mr Smithers, bending over, sleeves rolled up, was 
grinning. ‘Just checking. You know.’ 

And then, bath water cascading off her, Alison was being 
hauled out. She grabbed for the opened crotch of her suit, 
desperate to pop it together again. What had Mr Smithers 
said? Up on....? 

The two stools were close together, almost touching. 
Alison was being helped forward, and up. On her front across 
the two stools, head and arms and legs free. “Breast-stroke.” 
Mr Smithers’ voice with that edge of hot excitement again. 
“Let's see the breast stroke first.’ 

Alison did it, a breast-stroking action. Arms and legsart. It 
was the lgs that counted. Her thighs. Mr Smithers’ hand. ‘OK, 
I’ve got you.’ A gasped girlish squeal. The hand was between 
her legs. Holding. 

‘Keep swimming. Let me see your action.’ 
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She squealed again. The poppers were once more open, 
the two parts of the suit split apart, the front part to dangle 
down against the stool. Another, more frantic squeal. Mr 
Smithers’ hand was still there. How could you possibly do a 
proper swimming action when his hand... 

After what seemed like a very long time Alison was being 
helped down. Automatically she grabbed for the two opened 
parts of her suit again, but...the rear half, the bit that went 
between the cheeks of her bottom, seemed to have diap- 
peared. What the...? She turned, twisting. And then in the 
mirror she saw. What that other popper up on the shoulder 
strap was for. The back of her suit was fastened up high, clear 
off her bottom and waist. 

As Alison stood bemused Mr Smithers came close, to 
take hold of the loose front part of her suit. That was pulled 
high too, to be fastened with that front popper. She was not 
quite bare below. Alison’s mind was still taking all this in as 
Mr Smithers led her forward again. To the stool. Just the one 
stool now, the other had been pushed away. She was bent 
over it. Not in a swimming position but with her head down, 
and told to grip the lower rung. 

Alison twisted her head. And saw that Mr Smithers now 
had a cane in his hand. Just like that dreadful Major Folkes- 
tone. 

‘Hey! No!’ She began to get up but was stopped. 

‘Don’t move, Alison. Keep down. I’m just going to...that 
swimming was not all that good. And also...er, you are in 
need of something anyway.’ 

‘No!’ she yelped again. ‘Not the cane!’ 


But Tristram Smithers had to. It was that Major Folkes- 
tone of course. He had been so turned on by those stripes the 
other man had put across the girls’ bottoms that he just had to 
do it himself. He had got the cane yesterday, a specialist shop, 
up in London. 

‘Keep still, Alison. It won’t hurt.’ 

That of course could not be true. It was bound to hurt, 
especially with Alison’s bottom still slippery wet from the 
bath. Tristram Smithers knew that and he also knew he hal 
to hit pretty hard to produce one of those heady stripes. 

CRACCKKKK! 

‘Aaaiiieeee!’ l 

Mr Smithers’ bathroom and indeed the whole house wa: 
split by an ear-piercing shriek. It was just as well his house 
keeper was out. She had heard shrieks before, naturally, bu 
not quite like this one. 

‘Get back into position.’ 

Because with the force of the stroke squarely across he ' 
dimpled rear, and the searing pain, Alison had sort of falle: 
sideways. Mr Smithers pushed her back. She was sti 
howling. The bright red double line was coming up ver 
nicel. That Folkestone character had given them si 
Tristram Smithers had to do at least that, he just had to. 

CRAACCKKKK! 

‘Aaaiiieeehhh!’ 

This time the frantic Alison came right off the stool, | 
finish up on the floor. Mr Smithers, red-faced, hauled hi 
back. 
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